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THE SCHOOLGIRL

An Appealing Long Complete story, showing how Barbara Redfern & Co. of CIiff
House School eventually learned—

THEIR GIPSY FRIENDS SECRET/

2 -

Gipsy Jill Comes to School!

[13 ALLO ! Somebaody
H in a lmr‘l',- ™ gom-
mented Clara

Trevlyn.

“Yes?’ said Barbara Red-
fern disinterestedly.

“And somebody,” Clara went on,
gazing keenly, *“from Clif House.
Looks like a senior girl.”

Ur-r-v-rur !” Mabel Lynn murmured
drowsily.

“And she's coming this way,” Clara
I'revlyn went on.

* Say, can’t you ever relax?” grumbled
lieila Carroll, the American girl. “Who
cares, anyway? Shove over, Rolypoly-
skins 17

But from “ Rolypolyskins,” otherwise
plump Bessic Bunter, came nothing but

a vibrant snore. Bessie was blissfully
asleep.
The scene was the hill known as

Abbot’s Camp, near the leafy woods of
Friardale village. The time was five
o'clock on the hottest half-holiday of the
vear. The five Chff House girls, all
members of the Fourth Form, were
stretched out on the slopes of the hill,
enjoying a well-earned rest after their
long wallk along the coast from the fish-
ing village of Barmouth.

”\-Hn ad the sun beat down with
undiminished brilliance and vigour.
Hardly a leaf stirred in the woods, for
there was no breeze. Lazily content,
they lay with their faces upturned fo the
sun, glad, after the long walk, to rest
their tired limbs.

(All rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

Clara Treviyn, the energetic
Tomboy, was sitting up. Her attention
was concentrated upon the breathless
figure which, emerging from the woods,
had come hurrying down the footpnth
to the left of the hill.

She was too far away then for her
features to be clearly distinguishable.
But the Clif House hat and blazer she
wore were easily recognisable, and her
height gave her away at once as one of
the senior girls,

As Clara  watched she suddenly
stopped, looking about her. Her voice,
not strong, but carrying far in that still
air, reached the Tomboy’s ears:

“Qoo-ee! Oco-eee! Deena! Deena!”

“Deena ?” frowned Clara. *“Who the
dickens is Deena, Babs?”

“Deanna Durbin!” Barbara Red-
fern, Fourth Form captain, murmured
sleepily. “Schoolgirl film star—eh?
What are you chattering about, you old
nuisance ?”

“Some ClLiff House girl

Only

is calling

Deena,” Clara said. “Hallo! She’s
coming on again. I say, Babs, it's
Audrey Verner! Fancy her exerting

herself on a day like this !*

Babs sighed. Resignedly she sat up,
blinking as she opened her eyes to the
strong rays of the sun. She gazed along
the fnntpnﬂ , and then she blinked again
at the hurrying, almost running ﬁgur[‘

which was -peodmz towards them.
Audrey Dashwood Verner, the normally
bored and languid aristocrat of the

Sixth, it was. Burprising to see her step-
ping ou’ with such agiiated vigour on
a hot afternoon like this!
“Deena 1” Audrey called again.
“Deena ?” Babs said. “ My hat, that's

the name of Miss Primrose's dog!
Aud-rey !” she cried. “Coo-ee, Audrey !”

Audrey Verner, a hundred yards away
now, paused. She looked round. Babs’
cry brought Mabel Lynn to a sitting
posture. Leila, with a weary groan,
raised herself up. Then Audrey spotted
them. She waved an eager hand, and
came ]mlr\mg towards Ihvm

“1 say,” she panted, “ Barbara, have
you seen Decna, Miss Primrose’s dog 7

“Well, I saw him yesterday being
exercised by Boker,” Babs said. “ But
why are you worrying about Primmy's
pet 7

Audrey bit her lip. She was s=o
agitated that she even forgot to change
her “r’s” into “w's”—a httle superior
habit of hers when she remembered to
play the aristocrat which she was so
foml of affecting.

“I—I took him out this afternoon,”
she said, “and—and—well, he suddenly
tore himself away to chase after a
rabbit—lead and all !”

“And you lost him?” Clara asked.
“Yes.”

“I)id Primmy know you'd taken him

out ?

“ell no.” Audrey lnoLc away., “I
—1 just mr)]\ him out,” she said. “0Oh
dear! You're sure you haven't seen
hi!ll'_”’

Clara sniffed. She thought she could
guess why Audrey, always anxious to
draw attention to herself, had borrowed
the headmistress’ distinguished Borzoi
dog without permission—simply, of
course, as an addition to her own glory.

“And does Primmy know now?”
Bnh-z ﬂ-L(‘d
“Y-yes|” Audrey [altered. “I went
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back 1o the school. but he hadn't re-
turned. That—that's why I'm searching
for him. Bothered if 1 know why she
makes such a fuss of a silly dog!” she
added peevishly. “I—I say, please do
help me to find him!” she entreated.
“If youn do, I-TI'll give you ten
shillings 1

“ ey ¥ Bessie asked, hobbing up like

a jack-in-the-box. * Who says she'll give
me ten shillings ¥

“Don’t get oxcited, old Rolypoly-
skins!” Leila Carroll advised. “We
don’t want your ten shillings, Audrey!”
she' added scornfully. At the same
time, Deena’s lost. 1 guess it’s up to
us to help find him—just for Primmy
and the bow-wow's sake ! Where did he
bolt 2 :

“In the woods.”

“Right-ho! Let's get going.”

Resignedly the chums rose. Audrey
gulped her relief. With Bessie trailing
in the rear, they set off towards the
woods,

“Now,” Babs said, when they reached
the outer copse, “ we'd heiter split up.
Audrey, you go south, will you? Clara,
will you aml Leila go along with her?
Mabs, Bessic, and T will go north.”

They split up. Babs and her twe
close chums—they were studyvmates to-
zether—took the marrow, grass-grown
path that led to the old guarry work-
ings. At intervals they stopped to shout
and listen. Then suddenly—

“Listen ! thrilled DBabs.

She halied in a elump of hawthorns,
For in answer to her last shout had
sonided a sudden glad bark.

“1t’s the dog, Mabs!™

“ Deena 1" Mabel Lynn eried. “ Deena.
boy, where are you?”

“Waff I came the bark. “Waff!”
And it was followed by an exclamation
in a human voice.

“Ifallo, secus as  if he's  found
already,” Babs said. “But come on!
In the clearing over there!”

They pressed forward, running now.
And then, bursting through the trees
which fringed the elearing, they halted.
Iéena, the sleek. eream-coloured borzoi,
was there—but Deena was not unaccom-
anied. A little girl stood before him.
I.\'iug hack on the lead which was still
attached to his collar, and tugging
frenziedly as he would have darted
forward to meet the Cliff House girls.

Sharply, inquiringly, Babs regarded
the girl.

There was something about her which
compelled immediate attention. Rather
like Marcelle Biquet of the Fourth
Form, Babs thought. She had the same
very  davk  hair, the same tanned
colouring., the same _deep blue eves, the
same siall stature. But unlike Marcelle,
she was dressed in garments which,
thongh neat and eclean, were most
,‘-iri[nll‘\' patched and frayed. She was,
3abs judged, abont twelve or thirteen.

She eyed the three chums unecasily as
they came up.

“Hallo " ?in.hs said.

“MHallo " the girl returned.  “Is—is
this vour dog?”
“That is our headmistress’ dog,”

Babs corrected.  “ Did you find him "

“Yes, I found him. 1le had his foot
in a rabbit snare!” The girl looked
down at the foot in question, which
Babs now saw was covered with a
neat litle lmndupfo.

“Ile’s not really hurt,” she volun-
teered. * But he might have broken his
leg, the way he was struggling, if I
Ladn’t come along. But here you are,”
she added, surrendering the lead to
Bahs. _*“As he's vours you can take
him. Nice dog, though, 1sn’t he ?” she
added, her face melting into the first
swile. * He's called a borzoi, isn't het”
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“That's it.” Bahs langhed., and then
put out her hand as the little girl,
moving towards a basket which stood on
the ground. picked it up. * say,
don't go—please! Yon haven't told us
your name.”

“Jill Smith.”

“Where do you live?"”

“Over there!™ The girl nodded non-
chalantly towards the opposite sidoe of
the cleaving. “I'm a gipsy,” she
volunteered simply.  “T live with my
aunt and my unele in a caravan. They
are gipsics, too. (ood-bye, doggie,”
she said,” and putting an arm round
delighted Deena’s neck, hugged him and
held her face for the great wet kiss
with which the deg salnted her. “ Good-
bye, voung ladies,” she added shyly.

Put Babs put a hand on her shonlder,

“No! Wait a minute! We ean’t lei
vou o like that!”™ In spite of herself
she feli attracted towards the young-
ster: felt some deep stierings of piiy.
Certainly Gipsy Jill, young as she was,
looked very capable of taking care of
herself, but she was so obviously poor, so
dreadfully in need of eclothes, and
looked, somehow, as if she had been
made for <uch better things, that Babs
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I* 1 toak iwo shillings!" she added
spiriiedly.

“Two shillings? Two?" the man's
voice was a growl. “You don't trv—
that’s what's the matier with you. What
you wani, my girl, is a tasiec of the
strap—and that’s what yvou'll get if you
(onll'u ]gok livelp! Two shillings!

ah—

Thero eame the sound of a smack.
It was followed by a ery of pain in
Jill's vaice,

Phonp Bessie glowered indignantly.

“Oh, I say, you know, that brute hit
her !

“Come on!” Babs said between her
teeth,

Her face was grim as she stavted
forward, the borzoi cagerly tugging her
into a run.  She reached the irees and
planged among them, and then stopped
as she saw the scene in front of her.
Little Jill, her face hot and smarting.
was facing a hulk of a man in a dirty
jersey and a growth of black beard.

“Now ery!” the man growled. “(o
on! Then I'll land you another !”

“You—zvon bully !” Babs cried.

“Hey*" e swivelled round. “Ho '™
he added, eveing bs: and paused
uncertainly as Mabs and Bessie followed
on to the scene, “Ho!" he said, for
the =ecoud time, and then his expression
relaxed. *“ Hallo, young leddies!™ he
said affably. “Fren’s o vours, Jill*"”
he added.

Jill eved them in wonder.

The little gipsy girl of Friardale Woods made a great

appeal to Barbara Redfern & Co.

Such a lovable little

character. Amazingly enough, that haughty Sixth Former,
Audrey Verner, wanted to help Gipsy Jill as well—until

one tiny incident occurred.

And then—why did Audrey

scheme to blacken the little gipsy’s name, keep her away
from the school ?

felt a strange reluctance to let her ont
of her sight.

“You know you've done ms a jolly
good turn,” she said warmly, “and
we'd like 1o do one for yon. PFr——"
she fumbled in her pocket.
sipsy Jill's face turned scarlet.

“Thank you. but I don’t want money,
if that's what you mean,” she gaid.
“I only did what I did because I like
dogs! And please do let me now,
becanse Gipsy George will be after me,
you know—Gipsy George is my uncle.”

She looked worriedly at her basket,
which was filled with pegs and pin-
cushions and little wood carvings and
pieees of lace-work and tapestry.

“Good-hive ! she added abrupily, and
started at a run towards the {rees,

Deena, in Babs' grip now, gave an
ecager whine,

“Whoa, bor, down.” Bahs said. She
looked at Mabs and Bessie.  “I say,
we can't let the little thing go like
that,” she murmured uncomfortably.
“We ought to do— Hallo,” she added,
with a quick start.

They tensed, gazing in the dirvection
of the trees through which the little

ipsy girl had disappeared. From
weyond those trees came a man’s gruff
volee,

“Wasting time, are you? I saw you
talking to them girls from the bi
school. And what do you mean "—wit
a thréatening note—*bringing all that
stlllif'l'“lmcls? Didn't T tell you to sell it
all ?

“And T tried to sell ii,” eame back
Cipsy Jill’s defiant voice. “But I can't
sell things people won't buy, can

“You Babs
aceused.

“Hitting who? Jill?” ihe man went
off into a voar of unconvineing laughter.
* Hitting * You don’t eall that hitting *
That was just play, wasn't it, Jill? As
if.” he said virtuously, “I wonld hit my
litile Jill. the apple of my eve and the
cream of my life! I may be a bit rough
at times, but bless you, leddies, I'd as
soon of thought of clouting Jill as I
would of chinning myself. Geutler than
the lamb, that’s my motto!”

Balis cyed him scornfully. She was
not deecived. If she had been sorry for
the gipsy girl before, her heart
positively ached for her now that she
saw what a bully of a man her uncle
was. She conldn’t leave her like that!
She just couldn’t! Though Jill was
brave enough to face up to him, she
could sce quite plainly that the little
girl was inwardly terrified.

T she said, seized with a sudden
insoiration.

“Oh dear, yes—yes, mis<?”

“We—we thought we'd like to have
a look at the things you've got to sell.”
Babs sail. “And we thought perhaps
you'd like to bring them along with you
to our school.™

Jill's cyes opened wide. .

“Your school ¥"* she asked. *That big
school with the lovely lawns and the
ivy on the wallst”

“That's it,” Babhs laughed. * And
ever so many girls,” she reminded her;
“girls who'd just love those pin-eushions
591(}’}.11ings! Would you like to come,

i

were hiiting  her !”
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Would ghe? The sudden rapture in
the little one's face answered the
yuestion.

Uncle George, a gleam in his eyes,
beamed.

“She would,” he said, and darted a
look at the girl as if daring her to con-
tradict. “Now, Jilly, my child, you
just hoof it with these fine young leddies
—and mind you take that basket with
you! Don't be in any hurry,” he added
generously, "“aunty and me’ll have a
nice hot supper for you when you get

ack n a

He nodded jovially, and turned away.

Jill gulped.

“You—you don’t mean thar, miss?”’
she asked Babs.

“But we do!” Babs said.

“ But—but il bit her lip, her
eyes were swimming then. *“Oh dear, 1
—1 can’t go!” she said. T couldn’t go
to such a fine place. You'd be ashamed
of me.”

Babs' answer to that was to take her
right arm, while Mabs, at the same

time, took her other arm. Bessie
heamed as she relieved Balis of Deena's
lead, and, together with Jill, still

feebly protesiing, they walked off.

In a very short time, the gates of
Cliff House came into view, and at the
gates, talking anxiously with Clara
Trevlyn and Leila Carroll, was Audrey
Dashwood Verner. She gave a raptur-
ous squeal as she saw them.

“Babs, you've found him!™

“Not so,” Babs said. **This is the
girl who did the finding—and probably
saved Deena from a broken leg at the

same time! Jill should have the
thanks !” .
“Jill??  Audrey turned fo ihe little

gipsy girl. " You?" she asked.

“Yes, miss,” Jill said shyly.

“Oh!” Audrey beamed. She opened
her handbag. *Then, thank you! I'm
very grateful. Take this”’ she added,
and grandly flutiered a ten-shilling note
nito the little gipsy's face.

But Jill, her face erimsoning, drew
back.

“No—mno thank vou, miss!
want that money !”

“No? Whai a strange litile creature
vou are! Well, well, far be it fwom me
to hurt your feelings. But T must do
something, you know—"  Audrey
paused, studying the girl again, and
then suddenly frowning. “Do I know
you?” she asked. “I seem to wemember
seeing you somewhere before !

“No, miss,” Jill said.

“H’'m!”  Audrey frowned again.
Then she smiled. Very gracious and
very grateful the emile, and Jill, half
scared by her magnificence as she was,
tremulously smiled back. When Audrey
wasn't being affected or putting on airs,
there was something very charming
about her. *Well, if you won't take
my money,” she said. “vou musi cer-
tainly let me do something else for you.
Ilave you had your tea?”

“Tea? Nun-no, " Gipsy Jill
stuttered.

“Then lei’s all have tea,”
cried, “in the tuckshop. I'll
treat 1” Shs

* Whoopee !"* cheered Leila.

“You'll all come?”

“Crumbs, just won't we!”

Bessie beamed.

“Right-ho! Then off we go !’ Audrey
said,  “But, wait a minute ! First, I'd
hetter weport back to Miss Pwimwose
that Deena is safe and sound. I expect
she’s thwowing a fit'by this time—""

“Which,” said a voice, “is a very dis-
respectful and ungracious remark,
Audrey I””  And - Audrey, twisting
round, gulped as she saw Miss Prim-
‘ose. “At the :ame time,” Miss Prim-

I—1 don’s

niiss

Audrey
stand

plump

rose added, glancing towards Deena,
“1 am glad indeed that you have
found my. dog! Decena!”. she said
fondly, and patied the dog's head, while
Deena, with every evidence of joy,
reared up and thrust a pink tongue

towards her dignified face. " Please,
Deena! Phoo! That is enough!”
Miss Primrose gaspod. * Audrey,

where exactly did you find him ™
Aundrey HAushed.
“Well, I—1 didn’t,” <he
“Indeed 1"’

said.

“It was thiz littde girl here,” Audrey
confessed. “She found him—in the
woods 17

And while Miss Primrose bent -her
exves upon the shabbily clothed waif of
Friardale Woads, Gipsy Jill flushed as
if her face were on five,

First Suspicions !
(13 UT, my dear, that
B Was Yery resource-

ful, and very, very

kind of you,” Miss

Primrose said when, pressed

for details once again, Jill

had blurted them out, *and, of course,
if you wish 1o dispose of vour wares
here among the girls of the school, as
Barbara suggests, 1 cannoi have any
possible  objection. Indeed,”  Miss
Primrose added, her eyes going to the
basket, “I am in need of a pin-cushion

myself. May I look at one or two?"”
Babs gurgled. Mahs  grinned de-
lightedly.  Audrey, relieved again,

beamed with expansive good humour,

DO YOU REMEMBER FAITH ASHTON

Barbara Redfern’s amazingly
pretty but cunningly treacherous
cousin, who not long ago robl

Babs of the Fourth Form captaincy ?
In next week's story Faith returns
to CIiff House, the same sublle

schemer .« &

“PBut these,” exclaimed the headmis-
fress, taking up two exquisitely worked
chair backs, “are charming Dbits of
work ! Who did them, Jill 7"

“ Please, miss, T did,”” Jill said shyly.

“You? But, my dear, they are
heautiful ! Where did you learn to do
such work 7"

“My aunty taught me,” Jill said, “I
never do very much more than make
pin-cughions and weave tapestries, you
see. That's my job in the camp. Aunty
Agnes used to hf-l]c me until she found I
could do the work by myself, but now
she helps Uncle George to make the
p(‘gﬁ." o

There was a little panse while Miss
Primrose eritically studied the work
again. Every stitch of it bore the hall-
mark of perfect crafismanship. She
frowned a little, thinking of these price-
less tapestry curtains of hers, which,
damaged by fire a few months ago, she
had not been able to have repaired yet,

“1 see,” she said. “H'm?! Jill, will
vou please come and see me before you
leave the school? 1 have something to
show you which might interest you. I
will take these two chair backs, and also
this pin-cushion. How much are they ?”

“Well, miss, we charge a shilling each
for the backs, and sixpence for the
cushion,” Jill said hesitatingly.

“But, my dear child, that is ridicu-
lous! It must have taken you daye to
work these !

“It did I"* Jill confessed. “But that’s
the price my uncle makes me charge.

THe SCHOOLGIRL

Please—pleate don't
more,” she begged.

Miss Primrose smiled. She selected
the coins from her bag. With another
smile at the little gipsy girl she turned
back up the drive, beckoning Babs to
accompany her,

Babs followed her.

“Barbara, I would like to talk fo you
for a few minutes,” Miss Primrose said,
“about the littla gipsy girl. She scems
to be an extraovdinary little creature
for one of her type—very proud anl
very independeat in  spite of her
poverty. You do not know much about
her circumstances, 1 gather?”

*“No, Miss Primrose, only what =he
has told you,”” Babs replied.

*“ And this aunt and uncle 17

“T haven't met the-aunt, bat the nnele
ix a brute,” Babs said bluntly.

“Poor ehild " Miss Primrose pursed
her lips. 1 was thinking, Barbara, that
if the matter could be arranged with her
aunt and her uncle she might come to
the school each day and mend those
Norman tapestries  of mine. You
remember them, don't you? Buat first 1
should be glad if you could prevail upon
her to accept a little present of some
clothes, Her own, thongh neat, are so
frightfully shabby. There is a whole
basket of clothes in No. 1 Aitic which 1

give me any

am saving for an orphans’ home in
London, Let her take her choice from
those, Barbara.” ]

"ﬂ}:, Miss Primrose, how nice of
you !

You will see, Barbara,

"

*“Not at all.
that she comes to me before she leaves”
“Oh, yes, Miss Primrose,” ;

With a gracious nod, the headmisiress
walked away, leaving Babs glowing.
What a dear Miss Primrose was—and
how perfectly splendid to be able to help
the little gipsy with her full approval !

She fairly danced back to join Jill and
the others. Then, at Audrey’'s sug-
gestion, they all crowded into the tuck-
shop.  There Audrey immediately
claimed the largest table, With a return
of her old Eanghly arrogance she
ordered the tea,

And what a tea it was, to be sure!
Audrey, one of the richest girls in the
Sixth, never believed in doing things hy
halves, and now, just to show off anmdl
impress the gipsy girl, she spent
lavishly. Pies, farts, salade, creams,
blane mange ! " Jill stared in awe.

“Is—is this what you call tea?” she
asked,

“Certainly ! Aundrey drawled, . “At
least, this is what I call tea. Dash the
expense, you know., What will you have,
Jill

“Oh, please may I have some of hat

lovely white bread-and-butter®” Jill
asked.

“ Bwead-and-butter ! But what about
some—""

*No, please, bread-and-butter,” Jill
said wistfully, “I like bread-and-
butter, this sort of bread-and-butier.
Aunty makes our bread in camp, you
see, and.it's always so hard, and we
always have margarine. Oh, this is
Jovely !” she sighed, as she sank her
little white teeth into a slice.

Audrey beamed. Babs langhed. They
were all in high feather—all most
deliciously sharing the enjoyment of the
little gipsy girl,

Girls came and wenk-in the tuckshop
as they ate, and all, hearing the story of
Jill, had a cheery word for Jill and a
smile for Jill.  And many of them
hought something from Jill, o that even
before the meal ended half the hasket
was empty.

By that time, of course, the news had
spread. Other girls, eager and curious
10 see and talk to the gipsy girl in whom
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was interested, camé
In another hour Jill
everything in her

Miss Primrose
crowding around.
had sold alinost
basket.

It was an almost dazedly delighted
Jill who at last found herself in Study
No. 4 in the Fourth Form corridor,
which room was shared by Babs, Mabs,
and Bessie.

“Oh dear, I—T can hardly believe this
is all true!” ghe breathed. “I know I
shall wake up in a minute and find
myself in camp again. I—I had no idea
rich givls could be o nice !”

“We're not all rich girls, you know,
Jill,” Babs smiled. “A good many of
us, like you, have been through the mill.
You like the school?” she added, her
eyves twinkling,

“0h, I—I love it !” breathed Jill.

“Like to be a scholar here—what?"”
Audrey asked.

“Oh, 1 could never be clever enough
for that ! Jill said shyly. *“And—and
it would be too much like a dream come
frue,”

“But wouldu't you like to be dressed
lilke the girls youw've scen?"” Babs pul in
swiltly.

Jill turned pink.

“Well, of course I would. Who
wouldn't?"”” she asked. “But "—and she
looked sadly at her shabby rags—"T'll
never be able to do that.”

“No?” Babs laughed. “Supposing,
for instance, I gave you a dress?”

“Oh, but Miss Redfern, I couldn’t

take it!”
“But why not?” Babs asked. “Jill,
please,” she added appealingly, * just

to please me ! You'd like to come fo sce
us again, wouldn’t youn—and you would
like to come dressed for the occasion,
wouldn't yon? Audrey,” she added
quickly, “will you take Jill to the
Fourth Form dormitory ¥

Audrey smiled, For answer she took
Jill's hand.

“(Clome on, kid ! she said.

And while Babs, with a laugh, darted
off, Audrey, beaming, led the happily
bewildered gipsy girl out of the study.

* Miss Redfern 1s so kind, isn't she?”
she asked of Audrey.

“Vewy,” Audrey nodded. “Babsisa
good sport. You like her, Jill 1™

*Oh, ever so much, Miss Verner!”

“And me—ryou like me, too?” Audrey
asked, and wondered vaguely why she
sl-hg:mld”{m s0 anxious to hear her answer
*Yes.

Jill pressed her hand.

“I—1 like you as much as—as Miss
Rediern,” she answered softly, and her
face turned red, “You know, it's
funny,” Jill said, “but although vou're
ever such a rich girl, and so much
bigger and important and cleverer than
I can ever hope to be, I sort of feel I've
known you always, vou know !”

Funny ! Audrey gazed at her sharply.
Why, that was exactly what she was
feeling herselfi! Apain  her heart
warmed towards Jill. What a sweet kid
she was! If only she could do some-
thing more {or her! Wouldn't it be fun,
she thought, having her always at
Cliff House School ?

And for a moment she actually toyed
with the idea of writing to her uncle,
Mason Verner, making some sort of pro-
position of {Lat nature.

And then immediately, as the more
sclfish side of her nature came upper-
most. she pulled herself up sharply, No,
not that, That was being just silly. Her
Uncle Mason, soft-natured and senti-
mental as he was, might be too strongly
influenced by a child like this. Uncle
Mason had a weakuoess for children of
Jill’s age.

He had spoken more than once, to
Audrey's dismay, of adopting a girl like
this—jnst to remind him of that dear
daughter of his whom he had lost in that
tragic railway accident at Ashenford
twelve vears ago,

It was fo the loss of that daughter
that she owed her own position now.
Yor if Anne Verner had not been killed
in that dreadful disaster her uncle would
never have adopted her, and she, so far
from being tho heiress to 1lie Mason
Verner millions, would at this momeut
probably have been working for her own
iving.

“Well, Lere's the dormitory,” she said
brightly. She pushed the door open,

and Gipsy Jill stood gaping in awe at

- " ’
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the snowy white beds, the spotless wash.
stands, and the diamond-paned windows
through which the waning sun now
crimsonly poured. “This is where the
girls of the Fourth slecp, you know,”
Audrey said loftily.

“In those beds?” Jill,
staring.

“Why, of course, you funny liitle
thing I Don’t you sleep in a bed 77

“Well, yes,” Jill said; “but not like
these. I don’t think I should ever,
ever wake up if I slept in a lovely bed
like that,” she said sighingly. *It—it’s
lovely 1"

“Lovely, is i6%™ sang a langhing
voice at the door, and into the room
rushed Barbara, a pile of clothes on her
arm. “Whoops! Here we are!” she
cricd, her cyes shining, “I've enough
clothes here, Jill, to rig you out for a
twelvemonth.  Now, tell me how you
like this frock.”

“Oh, Miss Redfern, that—that's never
for me !” breathed Jill.

“It is—rather I’ Babs laughed, “And
here's a tunic to go over it—just like
all of us wear at Cliff House. And
here's a hat. It haso’t got a badge.
but we'll put a new ribhon on it, and
it’'ll look fine. And here’s a petticoat,
and shoes and stockings. Now, come on,
Jill, off with those clothes of yours!”

She laughed at Audrey, who smiled.
Jill, trembling with eagerness, her eyes
shining so brightly that it scemed for a
moment that she would burst into tears,
looked shyly at the door, and then
tremblingly drew her ragged frock
above her head,

“Here, let me help !” offered Audres.

She stepped forward. While Jill,
breathless, struggled with the {rock, she
pulled it off. With a laugh, Jill's little
face bobbed out of the entangling gar-
ment, and Babs was faintly shocked to
see thiat underneath that frock she wore
nothing except a much-mended little
underskirt.

And yet she was a sturdy little figure,
and Babs noticed, with inward amaze-
ment, that her flesh, in contrast to the
tan of her face, was most extra-
ordinarily white.

still

said

; i ¥
ANGRILY Babs faced the gipsy. * Yeu—you bully 1" she cried. ‘' You were hitting her 1 '’ Bessie Bunter’s

arm was about the little gipsy's shoulders.

The three chums were determined to protect her.
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“Jill, what's that ?"” she asked, point-
ing to an arrow-shaped mark high on
the girl’s upper arm. “You haven't
hurt yourself 7

“That?” Jill laughed. “No; that's
a Dbirthmark,” she said. “I—I've
always had that, you know.” And then
she blinked at Audrey, who had moved
round so that she could see that mark,
and a quick look of concern flashed into
her eyes. *“Oh, Miss Verner,” she cried
anxiously, “how white you've gouel
You're not ill, are you?” 4

For Audrey Dashwood Verner, with a
sudden burning-eyed expression that
frightened the little gipsy, was staring
at her as if she had suddenly seen a
ghost,

Mysterious Audrey!

| UICKLY Barbara
glanced up; quickly
looked at Aundrey.
She was just in time
fo see the Bixth Former
shake her head and stiffen.
And then, while the little gipsy girl's
eyes, wide with amazement, were still
upon her, she laughed.
But it was a queer, unnatural laugh.
“IN!” she said.  “I1I! Oh, Jill,
what a perfectly quaint child you are!
Of course I'm uot ill! Of course not 1*
she repeated, and in so strained a voice
that Babs stared. “I—I just remem-
bered something—some—some _fright-
fully important phone message 1 ought
to have made this morning.  It—it
rather gave me a start, you know: that's
all. Babs, you will look after Jill,
won't you?” she added. “1T must fly—
simply must!” And she rushed from
the dormitory.

Babs blinked. That was a little
queer, she thought.
“QOh, Barbara, she—she’s not cross

with me, is she 2 Jill blurted anxiously.

“Not she!” Babs laughed, “Now,
hold still. There you are. Now, put
those shoes on and have a look at your-
self !” And she drew away while Jill,
having put on the new shoes, breath-
lessly took a look at her veflection in the
iull-i’ength mirror. “There now !” Babs
glowed. “IHow's that?”

“QOh, Miss Redfern, I—I can’t believe
that it is me !” Jill breathed.

And certainly, comparing this radiant
little figure with the gipsy girl of a few
minutes before, that was not hard to
understand.

“It’s you all right!” Babs laughed.
“And for goodness” sake, old thing,
don’t call me Miss Redfern! Call me
Babs. But, now, let's do theze up into
a parcel, shall we?” she added, stoop-
ing to pick up the gipsy’s old garments
from the floor. “Then I'll take yon
along to Miss Primrose. She wants to
see you before you go, vou know, But
what’s the matter " she asked, in quick
concern.

For as she lifted the ragged dress, Jill
had stepped forward concernedly, She
put her hand upon the dress as it rested
on Babs’ arm.

“I—there—there’s something in the
pocket,” she said awkwardly.

“Oh!” Babs smiled. She handed the
frock over, turning to her own locker
to rummage inside it for a picce of
brown paper. When she turned back
again Jill was in the act of folding the
cavefully patched frock, apparently
having transferred whatever ii was she
had been so anxious about. Together,
then, they made up the parcel. With
Babs glowingly proud and pleased of
bher new charge, they marched off to
Study No. 4. Frances Frost, whom
they met on iheir way, paused,

’

“Hallo! A new
curiously regarding Ji

“Not exactly !” chuckled Babs.

“Well, my hat!” Frances breathed.
“I see now! Gipsy Jill!”

Babs laughed. Jill turned a pleased
crimson. Her little heart swelled with
pride then. She, the vagrant wanderer
of the woods and the wayside, now
actually mistaken for one of those fine
schoolgirls !

And what excited comments and good
feeling there was when she reached
Study No. 4, where Mabs, Bessie, Leila
Carroll, Marjoric Hazeldene, Janet
Jordan, and Clara Trevlyn had
gathered to meet her! What dear girls
all these were! And how she loved
them all! But she was just a little dis-
appointed because Audrey Verner was
not there.

“And mnow,” Babs said, “to Miss
Primrose, Jill. She wants to see you.”

“Yes, B-Babs,” Jill said, using Babs’
pet nickname a little shyly.

She followed Babs, as the captain of
the Fourth Form led the way out of the
study. In awe and wonder she gazed
around her as they went along. Miss
Primrose’s study was reached. Miss
Primrose herself, seated behind her
magnificent mahogany desk in a room
which struck the gipsy girl as being
akin to a palace, beamed with
benevolent tenderness as she entered.

“Ah!" she said, and her eyes ap-
I)rovingly surveyed the trim, upright
ittle figure in the dress. ““Really, Jill,
m_yl d!aar, you look like one of my own
girls 1” .

“Yes, Miss Primrose. Thank you,
Miss Primroze I Jill gulped.

“You have shown her round the
school, Barbara ?”” Miss Primrose asked,

“Not yet, Miss Primrose. But she’s
seen quite a bit of it, haven’t you, Jill ?”

“ yes, iss Primrose, and—and
I think it’s lovely ! Jill breathed.

The headmistress smiled.

“Then, perhaps,” she suggested,
“you would like to come again, Jill?
Er—"  She stopped. From behind
the desk she produced a faded tapestry
curtain, at the sight of which Jill’s
eyes lit up with intevest. “I—I had an
idea, my dear, as you are =0 extremely
clever with your needle, that you
might like to repair this for me.” And
Miss Primrose unfolded the curtain,
pointing out several rather formidable
holes near the fringe. “I am afraid
it is in rather a sad mess at the

;];Iirl 1" she asked

moment, but I am very fond of the
curtain, apart from which it is not
without value as an antique. Perhaps

it is rather too difficult, however?"”

“But I could mend that!? Jill said,
her eyes shining. ““Miss Primrose, 1
could ! f course,” she added doubt-
fully, “it would take a long time. I
should have to be ever so careful in
following the pattern”

“You'd like to try?"” Miss Primrose
asked.

“0h, ves, please!”

“Then,” Miss Primrose said, “you
shall. Barbara, here, will make
arrangements with your—ah—uncle for
veu- to come to the school every morn-
ing. Barbara, I really think Jill
might work in the empty study in the
Sixth Form corridor. Naturally,”
Miss Primrose added, “if you do the
work to my satisfaction, I shall reward
you—and, m the meantime, if you like,
you may still sell your wares in the
school. I shall expect you here to-
morrow,”  she add graciously.
“Good-bye, now.”

Jill, almost - dazed, left. - She was
quivering with happiness then. She
had no fear that Uncle George would
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refuse  her permission—Uncle George
never turned down money in any shape
or form! And, oh, wouldn’t it be just
too lovely to come here day after day,
to meet these girls, to be with shem, to
sea Audrey. X

Treading on air, she went out. And
then, in the passage, she gave a little
ery of joy. For who should come walk-
ing along as if {o weet them but
Audrey herself!

“Oh, Miss Verner!" she cried.

Audrey stopped.  Her face melted
into a sinile.

“Oh!” she said. “Hallo! I—I was
just looking for you. 1 suppose you're
going back to your camp nowi”

“Yes, Miss Verner, but—"

“I wish you luck,” Audrey said.
“I'm sorry we shan't be seeing you
again.”

“Then,” Babs laughed, “save your
sorrow ! Because, you see, we shall all
be seeing Jill again. She's coming to
the school every day for some time.”

“What !” cried Audrey.

“Miss Primrose has—has given me a
job to do!” Jill ventured.

“A job?’ Audrey stared, and Babs
stared, too, at the most extraordinary
expression which had overspread the
senior’s face. For a moment she was
filled with mild amazement. For a
moment she found herself wondering
once more. “A job!” Audrey repeated
sharply. “But that’s ridiculous! Why
should you come here every day?"”

Jill’s cyes opened wide.

“Q0Oh, Miss Verner, d-don’t you waunt
me to come 7’

“No!” Audrey snapped. SE
mean——  Oh goodness!” And she
coloured furiously then as tshe realised
the unguarded admission which her
surprised consternation had allowed to
slip ont. She bit her lip. “Well, of—
of course, I don’t mean that,” she said.
in a tone which belied the words. “1
—TI'm jolly pleased, really. But—but I
don’t understand. What sort of job?”

Babs explained.

“Oh!” said ‘Audrey. “Oh!"” she re-
peated, and sounded so worried that
Jill starved. “Well, in—in that case,”
she decided, “there’s no need for me
to wish you good-bye. I—T'll just
wish you luck instead.”

And before the astonished Jill eould
say another word, she had turned on
her heel and whisked away.

She left two very surprised girls
behind her.

“0Oh, Miss Redfern, what's the matter
with her?” Jill faltered.

“Oh, nothing I” Babs said. “Nothing
at all1” a

But she wondered and was angry.

She was still wondering, and was
still angry when, later, she and her
chums accompanied Jill back to ihe
gipsy encampment, and in the distance
she saw Audrey as if following them.

And she . wondered more furiously
than ever when, arrangemenis most
satisfactorily settled with Gipsy George
and ‘Aunt Agnes, she and her chums
were taking leave of the gipsies and
suddenly espied a Cliff House figire
crouching behind a hedge, her whole
aitention concentrated on the camp!

“Look !" she breathed to Mabs.

“ Audrey Verner!” Mabs cried, with
a start. “ What is she doing here?
And why,” she hreathed, *doesn’t she
want to be seen?”

But Babs to that did not reply.
was pondering the aunswer to
same questions herself.

Audrey Verner's behaviour cver since
she had rushed out of the dormitory had
been quite bafHling.

Why ?

She
those
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“You Little Thief!”

€ ICE clothes,”

Gipsy George

eaid approvingly.

“Nice friends

you've made at the big

' schooll Good business sell-

ing out like that, Jill! Your Uncle
George is pleased with you.”

“And aunty,” Aunt Agnes said,
with a smile whose effect was rather
marred by the conspicuous space where
her two front teeth should have been.
“Come here, Jill, my lassie, and have
some more soup. Your friends seem
very fond of you,” she added cun-
ningly.

Jill flushed.

“Give you things, too, don't they?”
CGipsy George inquirved, waving away
an eddy of blue smoke from the wood
fire in front of which he sat. “Give
you ’eaps and ‘eaps of things, maybe.
I'hings mayhap we could scll once we
leave here.  You keep in with the
schoolgirls, Jill, and you bring what-
cever you can get 'old of or cadge.

“Mind you,” he added cunningly,
“I'm not asking you lo pinch ’em. Us
Smiths might be gipsies, but pinching’s
something we've never descended io yei
—oxcept, maybe, when times have been
had. You'll bring heaps of things back
from the big school, won't you, apple
and cream of my life?”

Jill gazed rather yearningly towards
the hedge through which, five minutes
ago, the Cliff House chums, headed by
Babs, had disappeared. Cadge—from
those girls who had been so kind to her.
She flushed at the mere thought.

“I'm not going to cadge,” she said.

“Now, Jill, don’t you defy me.”

“Well I—I'm not, so there.”

“Take it easy, take it easy, little apple
of my eye,” Gipsy George said casily.
“I'm not saying, mind you, that you
should ask them to give you things.
All I'm saying is that yon can drop a
hint or two. After all,” he said smirk-
ingly, “you must have dropped a hint
to get the pretty things you're wearing
now.”

Ilot words trembled on Jill's lips, but
she choked them back. She walked to
the caravan, opened the door and weng
in.

Gipsy George chuckled.

“Touchy, old Jill,” he said to his
wife. “The fine clothes putting ideas
into her head, eh, Aggie? All the same,
she'll do it. We ought to make plenty
of moncy now she's got in with the big
school girls. And—" he stopped then.
“Hey, look who's here,” he mutiered.

T'or across the clearing the hedge had
parted. Audrey Dashwood Verner,
waiting till Jill had disappeared, now
came forward.

“Hallo, missie,” Gipsy George s=aid,
rising.

“Hallo!” Audrey looked towards the
‘caravan door, “Is—is Jill safe?”

“Safe as ‘’ouses!” Gipsy C(ieorge
beamed at her. *““Bless the child, she’s
getting herself to bed I 'spect. Anyihing
1 can do for you?” And then—*Oh,”
said Gipsy George, in quite another
tone of voice as he saw the rustling
something between Audrey’s fingers.
“Yon want to buy something, mayhap ?”

“No, I want——" Audrey looked at
him. “Are these any good to you ?” she
asked, holding up threce one pound
notes.

“ Missie, would you say that sun and
rain is_good to a farmer? Collecting
them things,” Gipsy George asserted
solemnly, “has been my ’obby ever since
I was a nipper in short pants. What do
1 do for them?” he asked.

“Nothing much. Just get away from
here,” Audrey said fervently, “Go now.

Co fonight and—and take Jill with
you !”

Gipsy George looked at her.

“That allt”

“That’s all1”

“Well I” Gipsy George said. “Now
that’s casy earned money, and if that's
all you want, why, bless me, it's a shame
to take the cash. Thankee, missie,”
he added, and coolly flipped the notes
out of her fingers. *“ Consider it done!”

Audrey gulped. Then she nodded and
hurried away. A wonderful look of
happiuess and relief was on her face
naw,

“ And that, thank goodness, is the end
of that,” she breathed.

No. 8 of -

CLIFF HOUSE PET

T am sure, if dogs have sympathics for
their own Kind, that most of the EYIn-
pathies of the canine inmates of the CIfr
House Pets’ House go to Beauty, the buil-
dog belonging to Mildred Tamplin, of the
Upper Fifth.,

Yor Beauty, despite his pame, is a de-
jeeted and very unbeautiful dog. He has
but little interest in life. Overfed and
under-exercised, Beauty knows few of the
jovs that fall to the lot of other dogs, for
Mildred his mistress, self-indulgent and
utterly lazy herself, never thinks of taking
him out—and rarely indeed, ever thinks of
paying him a visit.

Beauty's gole exercise is the somewhat
perfunctory trot round the enclosure which
Piper the porter gives him every morning.
The tit-bits with which Mildred docs
oceasionally feed are so rich and sweet,
that his looks and health are certainly not
improved by their consumption.

For the most part Beauty sleeps his life
away. His only interest in it, indeed, is

when he sees the energetic mistresses of
other dogs takins their pets off for walks
and exercise ! An

you should sce the envy,

While in the camp g
“Three quid !” Gipsy George said con-
tentedly, stuffing the notes into his

pocket. © Ah, Aggie, ain’t it wonderful
sometimes the Iuei that comes to yon?
Now what maybe should that rich girl
want with our Jill out of the way?”
he asked thoughtfully

“But are we going?” Aunt Agnes
asked.

“Aggie, my pet, does a man leave 2
gold mine when he's found it?” asked
Gipsy Greorge with a wink.

“But what will she say when she finds
we haven't?”

“What,” beamed Gipsy George, “can
she say, my pet? Who's to prove any-
thing? And I didn't teil her we'd go,
did I?” he asked with another wink.
“I only told her to consider it done.
She won't squawk, don't fear. A girl
who comes behind the back of others
making bargains that others know noth-

WP the vet has diagnosed a fatty and failing
Reamek, heart in dear Deauty and, apart from
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ing alioni ain’t likely to shont. Nice
night !” he added complacently.

A nice night in all truth it was to
Gipsy George. i ;

And a nice night for little Gipsy Jill
who could hardly sleep for thinking of
her second visit to Clff House to-
morrow. What fine, what lovely girls
Babs & Co, were! How utterly charm-
ing, in spile of that momentary hurt
she had ioflicted, was Audrey Verner.

And wasn'v it funny, Jill was think-
ing, that Audrey, when she had first
enconnicred her, had remarked she re-
minded her of someone. For, though
Jill had said nothing, Audrey had also
reminded her of someonc.

BEAUTY

Mildred Tamplin's
Bulldog

E_}m 1'mﬂu'tic yearning in Beauty's eyves
wn i

1t is a shame, and, as Clara Trevlyn
hotly declares, something ought to be done
about it ! But lazy Mildred, managing to
keep within the bounds of the pet-keeping
rules, is safe |

Several times Babs & Co., out of sheer
pity for Beanty, have taken him ont with-
out his mistress’ consent, but Beauty is
g0 slow, =0 fat, so waddling that it must be
confessed there has been little joy in the
cxperienee !

And vet Deanty is a good dog. And
apart from Mildred’s wanton neglect of
him there is nobody in his ¢yes quite like
his lazy mistress !

Beauty is getting on now—he is ten
years old. He was given to Mildred
by a friend of hers who went abroad and
has mever since returned.  Bot in his
vounger days Beauty was a dog indeed !'—
a flerce fighter, a faithful pal and a rare
Liunter.

It is told of Beauty how he onee fought
amd Killal a Siberian wolf which had
eseaped  from  a  npeighbouring  cireus !
It is told of Beauty how, when his former
owner, who was a gipsy, lay ill and starving
in the camp, he returned each sundown
with a rabbit or chicken he had hunted—
and how, one day, he returned with a
half side of butcher’s beef bigger than
himself, which he obtained goodness knows
where !

It was Beauty, too, who earned Miss
Primrose’s uml_\'fng gratitude when a
burglar broke into her private house and
Beauty, who happened to be free, held
himn af bay in spite of the fact that he was
half Kkilled in the Proccss by vicious
Blows from a heavy stick.

Poor Deauty! He descrves a better
wte ! Loyal and affectionate in spite of
his forbidding exterior, he is the most even-
tempered dog in the Pets’ House. But it
i to be feared that the Pets' House will
not gee  him much longer, for already

that, the poor old chap is going blind !

She smiled now as she thonght of that.
And then, in the meonlight which
filtered through the caravan window,
she drew her new Cliff House garments
towards her. From the pocket of the

tunic she took something. It was a
little, eircular-shaped locket.
Almost reverently Jill handled it.

She turned the locket first so that the
moon shone on two initials engraved on
the back and then, holding her breath,
snapped it open.

Moonlight shone upon the tiny photo-
graph of a beautiful, smiling woman
who strangely resembled Audrey Verner
in_many ways.

Long and carnestly Jill looked at the
locket. Funny how she had always
woven dreams about the beautiful face
which now stared out at her.

As if it had been some sacred talis-
man she had treasured that photograph,
fecling too jealous of it to let anyone
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else know that she had got it. Queer,
the feeling she had always had that this
woman exercised some good influence
upon her destiny—and strange with
what peace and repose the very act of
just looking at the photograph filled her.

She smiled tenderly.

Even Jill herself did not know how
she had come by the photograph. She
seemed to have had it all her ]i}e. When
those other Gipsy Smiths, her mother
and father, had gone abroad and left
her with Uncle George and Aunt Agnes
she had had it then, They had known of
it and had always respected her pos-
session of it.

Somehow, though, she had never heen
able to bring herself to tell Uncle
George and Auvnt Agnes about it. It
seomed in some faneiful way that she
would be doing hurt to the béautiful
lady of the locket to sharve such a secret.

She put it under her pilow. With a
happy smile on her face she went to

sleep.

Ul[)J early next morning was Jill. Wiih
the hearty blessings of Uncle George
and Aunt Agnes in her cars, she cagerly
iripped off to Cliff House. And how
her eyes brightened, how her steps
hurried when approaching the gate sll:e
saw Babs, Mabs, and Bessie Bunter.

“Well, here you are!” Babs langhed.
“We've been waiting for you, Jill.
say, you do look smart !’ she added ad-
miringly, and Jill blushed. “I say,
what are you looking around for?”

“0h, n-nothing,” Jill said. “I—I
was just wondering where Miss Verner
was, that’s all. Is—is she all right?”
she added wistfully.

“Well, she was last night,” Mabs said.
“We haven't seen her since. But come
along, Jill, and we'll show you where
vou're going to work. What do you
think—you've got a study all to your-
self! In the Sixth Form passage, too!”

“0Oh, is-that the Form Miss Verner
helongs to*” Jill asked eagerly.

“That's it!” plump Bessic Bunter
beamed. “And only about three doors
away from her, too, you know ”

Jill laughed. If she had been happy
last night what happiness swept over
her now. Her eyes shone. How eagerly
she trotted off with her escort.

Gaily she clattered with the chums
up the stairs into the Big liall, with
something of yesterday’s feeling of awe,
turned along the Sixth Form corridor.
Babs flung open the door of a room.

“This is where you are going fo
work, vyou know, Jill,” she said.
“This—" and then she stopped as
another door farther along the corridor
came open. “ Why, Audrey !” she cried.
“Jill was asking after you.”

Jill turned, her eyes ashine.
Dashwood Verner, however,
dead.

“You!” she cried.

Jill looked taken aback.

“Y.yes, Miss Verner!?

Audrey
stopped

“What are you doing here?”
Audrey cried. “When last night
you—"" She paused, her hands
clenched.  “Where is your uncle?”

she asked.

Jill’s big eyes were full open upon
her.

“In—in the camp.”

“Then he—"  Audrey shook
head.

What a fopl—what a fool, she was
telling herself with helpless fory, for
putting her faith in that scoundrel!
What an idiot to part with her moncy,
when all the time he intended to trick
her. She had thonght so ‘easily that
she was rid of this girl, She had
(hmﬁht.—

“Miss—Miss Verner,” Jill quivered.
“Well 7 Audrey snapped.

her

“Have—have I done anyihing
wrong?"”
Audrey glared at her. She could

not speak. Fury, fear, the realisalion

that she had been fooled, choked
i:ttclrauco. She turned abruptly on her
icel.

““Audrey !” cried Babs angrily.

Audrey disappeared inio her study.
Bang! went the door. Jill striving
desperately to keep the tears back,
could not prevent a choked little sob.

“Oh, I—-I didn't know!” she said
miserably, “I—I oughtn’t to bhave
come—"

“Mabs, Bessie, take Jill into the
study ! Show her what she has to do,”
Babs said swiftly; and, with a nod,
sped after Audrey, and without even
troubling to knock, burst into that
girl’s study. Audrey spun round.

“Get out!’’ she said thickly.

“When I'm ready!” DBabs cried
angrily. “What’s the matter with
you?” :

“ Nothing !”

“No? Well, I think ii’s a rotten trick
to be nice to Jill like you were
vesterday, and then turn round on her
like this! Anybody can sce that she's
awfully fond of yow.”

Audrey sank into a chair
stared at the leader of the Fourth.

“1 don’t believe,” Babs went on,
“that Jill knew much happiness till
vesterday. You helped to make her
happy. You were as keen as anybody
to give her a chance, weren’t you?
Now she’s got it, why do you behave

She

as if you hated her? And what,”
Dabs added, “is your other little
game? Why did you flare up at her

yesterday when you heard Miss Prim-
rose had given her a job to do? Why,
last night, were you crawling round
the gipsy camp?”
Alarm leapt into Audrey's eyes.
“I—1 wasn't1”

“Yes, you were! We saw you!”
Babs said contemptuously.
“® Oh |M

For a moment Audrey looked dis-
mayed, and then suddenly a blush of
shame overspread her features. She
was a cat! Babs was right! Jill,
knowingly, had never done anything
to her. At the same time—at the
same time—

She passed a hand across her [ore-
head. )

“I—I'm sorry,” she said helplessly.
“I—I didn’t mean to hurt the kid.
But—but, well, I'm worried about
something. Tell her I—I didn't mean
it! Tell her I'm sorry!”

“Don’t you think,”” Babs asked,
“that’s a job for your own self to do?
Supposing I send her along to you?”

“No!"” Audrey cried. Then after-
wards paused. “Oh, all right!” she
said dully. “Send her along if you
want to.”

Babs gazed at her queerly, nodded,
and left. Audrey, left to herself,
waited with clenched hands.

There came a timid tap on the door.
She openmed it. Jill, tremulous and
awkward, a half-smile on her face,
stared at her with eyes bright with
unshed tears.

For a moment Audrey’'s heart com-
pletely melted.

“Silly kid !I”* she said softly. *Come
:'Ir!]!I I—I didn’t mean to hurt yom,
i .,l

“N-no, Miss Verner?”

“ And—and Oh, please forgive
me ! Audrey said. “I—I'm worried
about something, you see, and—well,
perhaps you know what it is to be
worried. Of course, 1 like vou,” she
added, looking away. “I—1'm fright-
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fully fond ot you really, and—and you
mustn’t take any notice when I'm in a
pet. Oh, 1 say, don’t cry !” she added,
with alarm; for Jill, in the swift re-
action of happiness to grief, simply

could not hold back the tcars any
longer. They came with a rush,

“I—I'm not erying,” she sobbed
now. “I=I'll be all right in a
minute. I——  Oh dear, my—my
handkerchief!”” And  blindly  she

dragged it out of her pocket, and
hurriedly dabbed it to her eyes, while
Audrey, biting her lip, turned {o-
wards the window.  “Therel” Jill
gulped. “I—I'm all right now, Miss
Verner.”

Audrey iurned—she turned with a
smile.  But even as it appeared the
smile faded. Into her eyes jumped a
look that alarmed the little gipsy
girl.  Then tigerishly she pounced
upon something which lay on the
carpet at Jill's feet.

J1ll uttered a cry as Audrey swooped
it up. For it was a gold locket,
dragged out of her pocket in her con-
vulsive snatch for her handkerchief.

“You little thief !’ she blazed. “My
locket 1"

“Miss Verner—""

“Get out!” Audrey almost shrieked.
“Got  out! You—you—"" And,
shaking, she laid a hand on the gips
girl’s shoulder just as the door opened,
and Babs and Mabs came into the
room. “Youl” she cried. “Take her
away !’

“But what on earth’s the matter
now ! Babs cried.

“She’s got my locket!” Jill
quavered, “‘Please—please, give it
hack 1" she begged.

“You little thief !”

“Hold on!” Babs cried angrily.
“Mabs, shut the door. Now what 1s
all- this?*”? she asked, and jumped as
she saw the locket which Audrey thrust

towards her. “Jill—"

“That’s mine!” Jill protested, in
tears,

“It's mine!” Audrey said sav-
agely. “No sooner had I turned my
back, when this little thief had
grabbed it! Look at it!” she invited
Babs, “Look at it! Tell me whether

that’s mine or not! Is it?"

She almost shouted the last ques-
tion, Bahs, her mind awhirl, stared
at her. Then she took the locket. A
look of consternation appeared in her
eyes,  For unmistakably it was
Audrey’s locket. Everybody who knew
Audrey knew that locket. There were
Audrey’s own initials “A. V.” en-
graved on the back.

She looked at the gipsy girl.

“Jill, this is Audrey’s—""
“But it isn't " Jill cried desper-
ately, “It’s mine, I tell you!”

“A likely story!” Aundrey blazed.
“This locket is solid gold. Just the
sort of thing a ragged gipsy kid would
have about her, isn’t it? You took it,
you little thief, and I've a jolly good
mind to report you to Miss Primrose!
Now take her out of my sight!” she
raved. “Go on—quickly 1"

“ But—but——" Jill stuttered.

“Get out1”?

And, with Babs’ hand on her shoulder,
she went. But she went in tears. e
door slammed behind them, and Audrey,
looking at the locket, snapped it open.

She trembled.

If her face had been white when she
had first seen the locket, it became
ghastly when her eyes fell upon the
smiling photograph inside it 1

Almost huntedly Audrey Verner con-
tinued to stare at the photograph, and
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her hand was shaking as she held it
in her palm. For a minute—two—she
sat there.

Suddenly she rose, crossed to the door,
and turned the key. Then she approached
the fire.

The fire was already red and glowing,
but that did not seem to satisfy Audrey.
Removing the draught excluder, she
caught up the poker, raking and raking
till the heart of the fire glawed like
a small furnace.

She took up the locket. Tor one
moment she hesitated, the trinket poised
above the fire. Then, with a sharp,
almost unnatural laugh, she dropped it.

It fell—right into the heart- of heab
which she had prepared. Two, three
minutes went by before it glowed with
the same redness, and then slowly dis-
appeared, turning liquid with the heat.

“And that,” Audrey told " herself,
“does away with that! Thank goodness
—thank goodness|”

And with a sigh, half-relieved, half-
ashamed, she sank into a chair.

The Clue Among the Ashes!

(14 CAN'T — and  just
won’t — believe 11"
Barbara Redfern
sanid obstinately.

“Mabs, that kid is no more

a thief than you or I1”

“But—but how do you account——"
Mabs asked uncasily.

“There's some mistake—""

“You mean you believe Jill really had
a locket 7"

e [ do i],

There was a silence in Study No. 4.
Bessie Bunter blinked. Mabs, sitting by
the fireside, shoock her head doubtfully.
Clara Trevlyn was also present.

“Well, all I can say,” she said, “is
that if Jill did mean to pinch it she
mhst have acted jolly swiftly. But she
doesn’t look that sort of kiddie.”

Babs smiled at her. It was a rather
anxious smile, however. All day little
Jill had been heartbroken over the loss
of her treasured locket, and now she had
gone back to the gipsy camp, Babs was
thinking all sorts of things.

She couldn’t convince herself that Jill
had succumbed to a moment of tempta-
tion. Jill would never have broken her
heart all day at having been merely
balked in a would-be theft.

“There’s something wrong some-
where,” she said—“something jolly
wrong. I can’t make it out—I just

can’t make it out. 1 asked Jill about
the locket. Jill wasn't even aware that
it was made of gold or was valuable.
All she kept on saying was that it con-
tained the phatograph of a lovely lady.”

“Well, Audrey’s locket only had
Audrey’s own photograph in it,” Mabs
said.

“That’'s just what's puzzling me,”
Yabs said. “There’s only one solution
if Jill 1sn’t a thief. There must be two
lockets,”

Her three chums looked doubtful.

“But surely,” Mabs demurred, “this
one had Audrey’s own initials on it%”

“ Well, if we are to believe the kiddie,
g0 had hers,” Babs returned. “In any
case, I think it's a point worth clearing
up. We haven't seen Audrey since this
morning. If Jill, as she says, did drop
that locket in her study, Audrey will
have found out her mistake by now, and
it's only right she should admit it. Any-
body coming along to see her?”

“Yes, I will,” Clara offered.

' Babs nodded. Without further ado,
ghe and Clara left the room. Outside

INTO the dormitory rushed Babs, a pile of clothes on her arm.

here we are !’ she cried.
out for a twelvemonth.”

‘ Whoops,

‘“I've enough clothes here, Jill, to rig you
The little gipsy’s eyes shone.

““Oh, Miss

Redfern | '’ she breathed.

Audrey Verner’s study they halted and
knocked. There was no reply.

“Come on. Let’'s go in and wait,”
Babs said.

They went in. The study was empty.
The window, however, was wide open,
and the brecze blowing through it had
disturbed some papers on Audrey’s desk,
and had spilled them over the floor. As
they entered, a stronger draught, ereated
by the opening of the door, lifted a
sheaf of other papers, sending them

whirling. One fluttered into Babs’ face.
“Phoo !” Babs ecried, momentarily

blinded; and, putting up a swift hand
as she staggered back, accidentally
swept a vase of flowers from the top of
Audrey’s bookcase

Too late, she plunged at it to save
the fall. In doing so her foot caught
in the carpet, and she went crashing
heavily against the table. There came a
yell from Clara as the table rocked.

“Babs, look out!”

Too late! TFor even as Clara started
forward and Babs, crimson with con-
fusion and dismay. twisted round, the
damage was dome. Towards the fire-
place toppled the table, cascading its
contents—a vase of flowers, an inkstand
containing red, green, and black inks,
and several Looks—on to the floor.

“0Oh, mum-my hat |” stuttered DBabs.

“Great collywobbles, look at that
ink 1” gasped Clara. “Babs, get a
duster or something ! Il's just soaking
into the carpet! We of

Aud then she jumped as the door came
open, as Audrey Verner entered, accom-
panied by Miss Primrose. Audrey took
one look at the wreek of her study, and
shrieked :

“You little wretches

“0Oh crumbs! P-please, Andrey—>

“Pip-please, Miss Primrose—" Clara
gahbled wildly.

“Why, bless my soul, what is this?"”
Miss Primrose eried. “Barbara—"

“We—we had an aceident, Miss Prim-
Tose 1

“You bad a what?” Audrey glared.

“Bure you didn’t come here to rag my
study 7 she demanded.

‘“0h, no I”

“Then perhaps,” Audrey said, and her
cyes glimmered, “you will be good
enotgh to explain what you were doing
in this study without permission 7

“Well, we—we came to see you!” Babs
blurted. “ You weren’t in—"

“Then in that case,” Miss Primrose
interposed, “surely you should have
gone away again ?”

“Yes, Miss Primrose; but the matter
was urgent,” Babs said,

“What was the matter?” demanded
Audrey.

“Well, it was about Jill,” Babs said
uncomfortahbly.

“Jill ??  Aliss Primrose looked
terested at once. “What about Jill £

Babs glanced helplessly at Audrey.
Audrey’s lips closed.

“It was about a—a locket,” she said.
“We—we thought that Audrey might
have found that she had made a mis-
take. Audrey, did—"

‘“Please wait a moment, Barbara!”
Migs Primrose held up a hand. “What
is this about a locket and a mistake,

in«

Audrey? How daes it concern the gipsy
girl? I haven’t heard anything about

this.”

“Well, no, Miss Primrose.” Audrey
bit her lip, “I—I didn’t think it worth
while troubling you with the matter,”
she said. “Jill was guilty of just a
momentary temptation; but, after all,
being a gipsy, I suppose you can’t blame
her for that. She—she tried to run
away with my gold locket this
morning 1”

The headmistress jumped.

“But, Audrey, that should have been
reported to me!”

“I'm sorry. Jut—well, I—I don't
blame her. She—she might only have
just picked it up while my back was
turned,” Audrey said, but Babs noticed
she did not look Miss Primrose in the
eves as she said it. “The foolish little
thing pretended that it was hers, that's



1 “Their Gipsy Friend’s Secret!”

I am afraid that rather annoyed
me,”

“Oh!"” said Miss DPrimrose, and
looked so acutely coneerned all at once
that Babs could guess,the thoughts run-
ning through her mind. *“1 hope—I
trust,” she said-anxiously, “that—that
I have not made a mistniu in the girl,
She looks so trustworthy—so . honest,
Barbara, what sort-of mistake did you
think Audrey had madet” .~

Babs stumblingly explained. ~ But
even she was forced to admit to herself
that it seemed feeble. That it -
pressed Miss Primrose in the same way
was obvious. :

“Well, please let me know if there
is any repetition of such an incident,”
she said. “Meantime, Barbara, as you
have created such havoe in this study, 1
think you and Clara had better do your
best to clear it up. Audrey, if you will
get your matriculation papers, we will
go through the points you asked about
in my study.”

Audrey nodded, She sccured the
papers uired from her desk ; without
another glance at Babs and Clara went
ont. The two chums looked at each
other and grimaced.

“8o much,” Clara sighed, “for our
pains. Well, what about the two lockets
now, -Babs 1"

“All the same, I'm sure Jill didn't
try to steal Audrey’s,” Babs said dog-
gedly.

Clara extended a hand.

“Put it there, old thing!” she said.
“I'm with you! If that kid’s a thief,
so am I! Though I'm blessed if I
know,” she added worriedly, “how to
explain it! And it isn’t going to help
matters with old Primmy getting sus-
picicaus[ Anyway, let's clear this mess
up "

Babs nodded.

Together they sot
about the task. i

No easy job! Ink

shone in vivid patches all over the

carpet near the fireplace. A {rickle of
it had shot right across the tiles of the
hearth, disappearing under the grate.

Vigorously they tackled it, however.
With turpentine,  ammonia, and some
old rubbers Clara scrubbed at the stains.
Babs, fetching het water, washed the
tiles of the hearth, and, in order to
make a complete job of it, removed the
ashes. It was 'as she was emptying the
latter that she stopped.

“Hallo " she muttered. “Clara 1”
“Yest”
“What's this? Tt looks as if

Audrey’s been melting something 1
Clara looked at the ashes Babs was
indicating. There, among them, was a
shapeless lump of metal. Tiny globules
of the same metal were among the

cinder-dust.

“Crumbs! Tt looks like—like gold!™
she breathed, and stared at Babs.
“But, of course, it ean’t be, can it? I
mean to say—— Babs, what are you
doing ¥ °

For Babs suddenly was doing the
queerest thing in the world. Carefully
unfolding her handkerchief, she was
tying up the lump of metal within it!

A Cruel Resolve!

CET M going 1o geb it
back ! I must get it
back "

Almost fiercely

Gipsy Jill repeated .ihose

words to herself as she

tramped through the woods which led
to Chff House School.

It was the next morning, a hright
and summery morning with the promise
of a really hot day to follow. Birds

twittered gaily in the branches of the
trec¢s, and life seemed full of happiness.
But there was little happiness 1n the
heart of the gipsy girl. .~

The last fourteen or fifteen hours,
indeed, had been among- the blackest
little Gipsy Jill had ever. known.

Yesterday she had been'so” proud, so
cager, so rapturously delighted to find
herself once again 1n the” company of
those friends she had so grown to love.
She had looked forward with such in-
tense eagerness to meeting Audrey, and
when she had met Audrey that gir]l had
been so horrid to her! And there had
been that dreadful business of the
locket, followed by the confiscatian of
the locket itself. .

thln Shegll:ld(} arri\gd back én b;‘l;e
camp last night Gipsy George ha n
surly and hostile, and had cnded by
giving her a good smacking, and send-
in% her supperless to bed.

nly

Babs & Co., it seemed, still

‘remained to her of the happiness she

had known. She was bewildered and
dismayed concerning Audrey’s conduct,
but what hurt her more than anything
clse was that her cherished locket
should have gone!

She trudged on. Babs, Clara, Mabs,
and Bessie, as before, were waiting to
welcome her at the gate. They saw at
once the tired misery in her litile face,
Very gently Babs took the waif's arm.
She said: -

“Had some breakfast, Jill?”

“N-no, B-Babs,” Jill said.

“Oh ecrumbs! 1 say,” Bessie said,
shocked, “¥Jou can’t go on like that,
you know. Why didn't you have some
breakfast 17

“Please, Miss Bunter, he-because I
couldn’t eat any,” Jill replied, her lips
beginning to quiver

“Then,”” Babs announced, “jyou’re
jolly well going to eat something now!
This way to the tuckshop! No, Jill, no
objections, old thing!” And while Jill
feebly protested she tugged her into
the tuckshop.

“But, really—" Jill cried, and
stopped, her face suddenly changing
colour. *Miss Verner!”

For Andrey it was. She had just
turned away from the counter, a paper
bag in her hand. She paused, looking
for a moment as uncomfortable as Jill
herself, and almost guilty.

“Miss Verner,”” Jill quivered again.
“Oh dear! Please may I have my
locket back 7

“Don’t be silly!” Audrey snapped,
and with a erimson colour marched off.

Jill gazed after her. Something like
a sob came to her throat, Clara glared.
She had half a mind to run after the
ungracions prefect, never guessing the
frightful turmoil going on in Audrey’s
mind as she marched rapidly back into
the school. What a pig she was! What
a cat! she was telling Lerself.

And yet She stiffened. No, she
mustn’t be weak. She liked Jill. She
really did feel, in spite of her treachery
towards her, some melting influence in
her heart as soon as those wondering
eyes of the youngster fixed themselves
upon her,

But she couldn’t afford to feel soft
and sympathetic towards Jill Smith
now.  Later, perhaps, when she was
more assured, she might do something

for her. But not now. Certainly not

now. Gipsy Jill, quite unknowingly,

constituted to Audrey Verner the

greatest menace that girl had ever

known.

“]:m.\. wHAT is it?” Barbara
Redfern asked.

Jemima Carstairs, a monocle gleam-
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ing in her eye, turned from the table
in {he Cliff House _laborato?.

A \'cr{, queer girl was Jemima, but
a very bright and clever one, for all
that.  Also, Jemima was the geologist
of the Fourth Form, and in that
capacity possessed a knowledge that
would have shamed many a senior gir)
at present studying for her degree in
the subjects of chemistry and minerals
ology.

And Jemima, at this moment, was
weighing the rather small and shape-
less yellow lump which Barbara Red-
fern had rescued from the ashes of
Audrey Verner's fire yesterday.

“It i5,” she observed, “a native
element well known to the merry old
universe at large. There is a certain
alloy of silver and copper amongst it,
but the main content of this metal is
undoubtedly old Spartan gold. And
gold,” Jemima said wisely, “which has
passed through fire.”

Babs’ eyes gleamed.

“You mean, it might have been some
trinket which had been accidentally
thrown into a fire and melted ?”

“ Absolutely I  Jemima murmured.
“ How successfully thou dost sum up my
inmost thought, my Barbara! Any-

thing else I can do for you, old
Spartan?”

*“No, thanks!” Babs =aid. “And
thanks, old Jimmy—Ifrightfully !

Jemima benmedy.

It was midday break then. Dinner

had come and gone, and little Jill, the
gipsy, had returned to her labours.
Mabs and Clara were in Study No. 4,
Bessie having hurried off to the tuck:
shop to buy some toffee. Both girls
started round eagerly as Babs rushed

in,

“Babs, what is it?"”

“Gold !” Babs cried.

" NO !,.

“It is!” DBabs gulped. “Jimmy
tested it with acid! ell, then, what
did I say? Audrey didn’t sling gold ¢gn
the fire by accident! Supposing, as
we think, tgmt she did take Jill's locket,
wouldn’t she want to get rid of it as
soon as she could? And how,” Babs
asked, “could she have got rid of it,
except by burning it?”

“She might have hidden it,"” Clara
suggested. Z

*She might. But don’t you think
she would have been scared of someone
finding it?” Babs retorted. “No! This
is the locket, all right, and Audrey
meant to destroy it. The question is,
why 1"

“Well, because there were two of
them ?”” Mabs asked hesitantly.

“What else?” came Babs’ immediate
retort. “And then, you know, it's
funny,” she added, staring at them.
“If Audrey destroyed that locket it
was because she was afraid of the
duplicate. And why was she afraid of
it? Another question,” Babs added,
never noticing, in her excitement, a
sudden creak from the door, “is how
did Jill come by it in the first place?
How comes it that she and Audrey
both possess identical lockets?"”

They stared at each other breath-
lessly. .

“Well, perhaps this is the answer,”
said Clara. “Where did Audrey get
her locket? Seems pretty clear to me
that they would botg have come from
the same source, in the first place. Per-
haps the same person who gave Audrey
her locket gave the duplicate to Jill!”

“But it was Audrey’s uncle who gave
her the locket,” Mabs said. *“ And how
on earth could Audrey’s uncle have ever
met Jill? Unless—or, rats! There
goes lesson bell,” she added. as the bell
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clanged out. “Leave it till this afier-
noon, Babs. But it does look as if
we're on (o gomething, doesn't it%”

It did, Though exactly what, none
of them could tell at that moment, It
meant, perhaps, more than they

imagined, if the expression on Audrey
Veruer's face was anything to judge
by. For, unknown to them, Audrey,
about to onter Study No. 4, had heard
cevery word of that conversation!

And Audrey was trembling in fright
as she hurried now along the corridor.
So Babs knew! Babs had deducld,
though she could not prove it, that she
had destroyed Jill's locket ! Babs, with
her chums, was busy puiting two and
two together !

If the truth came out now! If they
found out what she dreaded them find-
ing out ! They shouldn’t—they
mustn’t! The only one certain way of
making sure they did not find out was
by getting Jill thrown out of the school
here and mow, with no possibility of
ever returning.

Audrey fluug herself into her study,
thinking furiously. Suddenly an idea
came—an idea which made her catch
her breath.

“No. No, I can’t!” she muttered.
“That—that would be too bad!”

“But if you don't do it?” a mocking
voice within her secemed to taunt.

One side of her shrank from the idea
which had come to her, the other urged
her on. -~

Sho set her teeth. Lesson bell rang.
but as that had no meaning for a girl
of the Sixth—they studied in their own
time—she did not move. Yes, no—yes,
no ! This way and that the baltle
within her swayed.

And suddenly she rose.  Her mind
was made up. It was herself, or Jill—
Jill must be the sacrifice.

Lessons were in progress by that time,
and through the window she saw Dulcia
Fairbrother, captain of the school, talk-
ing to Lady Patricia Northanson on
Secuior Side. A gleam came into her
eyes, Quickly she hurried along to
Dulcia’s study and entered.

Furtively Audrey’s gaze roamed
about her. Then a hiss of satisfaction
came to her lips as she saw that for
which she was in scarch. The article
was a small silver figure, occupying the
pride of place on Dulcia’s mantelpiece.
It was the award Dulcia had earncd
last year for the most notable perform-
ance on the cricket field, and was, very

naturally, one of Dulcia’s greatest
trecasures, " L
Audrey stepped towards it. Feeling

like a thief herself, she snatched it up
and then rushed off to Attic No. 1.

She didn't allow hcrself to think as
she sought out clothes from the baskei
there. They were all cast-offs, most of
them still in excellent condition, and
were saved by Miss Primrose for an
orphanage in London in which she was
intevested.

Audrey selected a thiek ecoat, and into
the pocket of that coat she rammed
Dulcia’s silver figure. She took a frock,
another gym suit, two or three suits of
underwear, two pairs of pyjamas, and
some shoes and stockings.

“That’'ll do!” she muttered.

She stole out of the attic. The whole
school was silent then. Along to the
room in which liitle Jill was working
she made her way, and, knocking,
entered. Jill, busy on Miss Primrose's
tapestry curtain, looked up, and her
face went red and white by turns.

“Oh1” she said,

Audrey steeled herself.

“Jill,” she said softly, “Jill, I—T've
brought you something. And—and—oh,
Jill. T do want to say how sorry I am

By Hilda Richards 1:

e

‘“ HALLO | " muttered Babs, and stared at the little metal lump, “ i

looks as if Audrey's been melting something."

Babs had made a

curious discovery, a discovery which was destined to be of vital importance

for the beastly way I've treated you.
You—you do forgive me, my dear?”

Jill's eyes were big.

“Yon mean you still like me?” she
Lireathed.

“Yes, Jill, I-T've always liked you.
and—and I always shall,” Audrey
gulped, rveflecting that there was some
truth in that. “I—I'm sorry about the

locket. 1 really did think it was nine,
you know !”
*“Oh, Miss Verner, then—then can I

have it back now ¥

“Yes,” Audroy seid, and wineed a
little,  “That—that is, when I've found
it. I—1 scem to have mislaid it some-
where, But don't worry; I'll have ever
such a good search, and when you come
to-morrow I'll have it ready for you!
We're  still  friends?”  she asked
anxiously.

“Oh, Miss Verner, I never wanted io
be anything else but friends ! Jill said
cagerlv, “I—I've been so miserable
thinking you hated me,” she added
shyly. .

Again for a moment Audrey’s heast
smote her, but again fiercely she caught
herself up.

“But now,” she said, “you're going to
be ever and ever so happy, aren’t vou,
Jill 7 Let's forget all that horrid business,
shall wo? Now, look what I've brought
vou. No, Jill, you simply must take
thent,  And wait a minute,” she added.
“I've got an old case in my study which
vou can have for keeps. You can take
these things away in that.”

She dodged ont. In a few minutes she
returned,  While she opened the case
and folded the things Jill happily
packed them inside. The lid was
snapped to. Aundrey locked it and
handed the gipsy girl the keys.

“There!” she said. “Now you've a
case of your very own, haven't you?
And, oh gooduess, I must fly!” she
added, as the bell sounded.  “ Bye-bye,
Jill ¥

“G-good-bye, DMiss
stuttered,

And she sewed again.

Jill

Verner 7

Once more she

to little Gipsy Jill.

felt happy. After lessons, Bahs & (o,
were astonished at the change in hee,

And glad,

She went off after tea. proudly taking
her case with her. Babs and Clara and
Leila and Bessie accompanied her to the
gates, then strolled back to school. As
they did so Duleia Fairbrother, looking
very worried, came out of Big Hall,

She stepped the four.

“ Babs, has the gipsy girl gone?”

“Just a few minutes ago, 1 puess,’
Leila said. * But say, what's jumping?
You look excited, Duleia 1"

“T am,” said Dulcia, “The silver
cricket award has gone from my study !
Andrey Verner says she saw the gipsy
kid coming ont of my study this after-
noon, and, if she's gone, I'm afraid
that’s gone with her. She—" And
she paused then, as Miss Primrose, with
Aundrey by her side, issued from the
school.  She spoke sharply.

*Duleia, have you found her?”

¥

“No, Miss DPrimrose; she's—she's
gone !” Duleia said.
“Bui, Miss Primvose,” Dabs eried,

“you dou’t think Jill would have-—

1 must make surve,” Miss Primnrose
said worriedly.,  *Barbara, yon are a
friend of the girl. You, Audrey, saw
her emerging from Duleia’s room, [
think,” Miss Primvose added, “we had
all better go along to the camp—at once.
If Jill has taken that figure——"

' But, Miss Primrose " Mabs eried.

“ Ples Mabel ! Barbara, get vour.
self ready.”

Babs daried away, looking
and worried.

In the cloak-room she put on her hat
and coat.  With Audrey, Dulcia, and
AMiss Primrose she set off for the gipsy
camp in the clearing of Friavdale
Weoad.

They arvived there to find Jill in the
very act of opening the case and Gipsy
George, a look of joy on his face,
greedily snatching out the garments as
they were displayed,  Aunb Agnes was

anxious

(Continued on page I1)
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T OUT OF SCHOOL

IT‘S swimming time again ! That’s what

your Patricia has just decided to
herself,

From which, you will guess that I'm

not much of an expert, like those people
who break the ice on the Serpentine in
Hyde Park on Christmas morning, or
have their photos in the paper about
February because they've been first in
the sea this year.

No, much as I do love swimming, I
confess I like an outdoor pool (if I ean'r
have the sea), and I like the water to be
pleasantly warm. In addition, I also
like my first bathe to be followed by a
luxurious sun-bath, 'cause this is not only
cosy and warming and delicious, but also
gzood for my good looks—vain me !

* Heath, young lad,” said I, the other
morping, to my small brother with tho
long name., (It's Heatherington in full.)
“ Heath, you ecan help me bring the
summer trunk down from the loft, and
we'll dig out our bathing costumes.”

As you have probably guessed, the
* summer trunk *' is merely a big trunk in
which all the summer clothes are put away
every autumn, to await the next summer.
If we didn't do this, there would never
be enough room in chests of drawers and
wardrobes to keep all the family clothes.
Then, you see, when summer comes, we
take out all the summer clothes, and place
winter clothes in the trunk instead—
so it then becomes the winter trunk.
I know that sounds a bit complicated,
but it’s quite simple, really.

Well—after all this explanation—we
went and fished down the summer trunk,
with Olive, that’s our maid, to help us.

“Coo me, isn't it heavy!” gasped
Heath, who wasn't doing anything, but
just placing o hand lightly on the trunk
" to guidoe it,” as he expressed it.

At last it was in our sitting-room and
Heath and I spent a lovely half-hour,

@® Exploring the Trunk

Out eame father’s summer pyjamas—
he likes nice hairy ones in the winter—
big brother’s white flannels, mother’'s
cotton frocks—oh, and a real collection
of vague oddments,

Then, right at the bottom of the trunk,
were the bathing suits, These had all
been washed in soupy water at the end
of last summer, dried, ironed and put away,
just like any other precious garment.

Surprisingly enough, my swim-suit
didn’t strike me as a bit jaded-looking, as
last year’s things often do. In fact, 1 was
quite thrilled at its modern appearance.

The red, green, and white stripes were
still hright. The two straps—one red and
one green—that tie around the neck,

HOURS

Your friend PATRICIA has quite a lot to say about
bathing suits in her letter, to you this week.
also tells you of a very, very strange school, and of a
pretty trimming for a frock—all in that delightful
way of hers which has endeared her to you all.

She

were still intact. Even the white
underneath part of the bathing suit
—for this onoe has just a tiny over-
skirt, you see—was snowy, in spite
of all the sea water of the Mediter-
ranean. There was just one stain
on it—only one made by the very
dark sun-tan oil L had applied while on
holiday.

Even my white rubber bathing cap
hadn’t perished. That was probably
because mother had placed a roll of tissue
paper inside it.

ut young Hoeath's bathing suit was
pitiful.

*Is this mine, Pat 7”7 he said plain-
tively, holding it up, with a comical
expression on his face.

Y1t surely i8,” I said. * Or did you
think it was daddy’s ? 7 I teased.

** Oh, no,” replied Heath, quite seriously.
“ 1 didn’t think it was daddy’s 'cause it
would be too small for him.”

It would also Lo much too small for
Heath !

“ I think we'd better give it to Minkie,” -

Heath said thoughtlully.

I smiled.

“ 1 think so0, too,” I said. ** Unless you
can find a litlle mouse it would fit ! "

But the result is that Minkie, the family
kitten, who's certainly. not as small as he
was, is to have Heath's bathing suit.
I cut off the straps part and stitched it
around with wool. It now makes a very
cosy little blanket in Minkie's basket.
(The old one had been chewed to shreds,
I must inform you.)

I still haven't had my first bathe yet,
by the way—and shan’t until Heath has a
now bathing suit, which will be very soon,
I hope.

@ A Bit Bigger

While we're on this fascinating subject
—and you do love swimming, don’t you ?
—1 wonder how much you have grown
Eillf‘.ﬂ lﬂ.ﬂt- summer,

Whether it’s a lot or whether it’s a little, T
expect you'll have a bit of a shock when you
come to try on your favourite bathing suit.

So perhaps you
— like Heath —
will be having a
new one,

But sinee it is
such a luxury to
have two, I think
it well worth *“let-
ting out ** your old
one if it is too tight.

A piece of braid,
about two inches
in width will do
this beautifully.

You can inset it
down each side of
your bathing suit,
starting under the
arm and finishing
at the side of your
leg.

Not only will this give you lots of extra
room, but it will also look amazingly smart,
espeeially if the braid is bright.

@ For Grown-Ups Only

What a lot about bathing and bathing
wear in one week. Now we'll have some-
thing school-y for a change.

I know you all feel that even when you
leave school, whether at the age of four-
teen or at cighteen, there will still be
a lot to learn.

You only have to listen to the grown-
ups for a little while to realiso this.

*1I wish.I could have MY schooldays.
over again,” they say, now don’t they ?
Until you really begin to feel that there
must be something in this wish to learn,
after all,

Well, in Oklahoma City in America,
this wish has been granted to those people
who sigh to go back to school.

But—this school is for men and women
who are past 70!

For a moment you might think they
had no pupils among the grannies and
grandads of Oklahoma. But haven't
they ?

There are 900 pupils ! ~

The oldest ** boy ** is 111 and the oldest
“girl ™ is 102,

So you tell your granny or grandpa
this next time they pop round to see you
—and just see what they say !

@ A Pretty Notion

Ribbon makes such a dainty trimming
on & dress, doesn’t it ?

If mother is making you one—or if
you're having a shot at making one
yourself—and you don't know quite how
fo ' finish it off,” what about the idea
in the picture here ?

Four yards - of
ribbon to match the
frock will make this
pretty  trimming,
You can sew it all
round the neek,
round both sleeves,
and make a belt as
well of it.

Then, as a finish-
ing touch, make
three little bows,
and sew these allin
a row on one side
of the bodice.

That gives even a plain frock a real
garden-party look, now doesn’t it 1

Oh, and you know how | keep telling
you that boleros (little jackets, and pro-
nounced bol-ayros) are smart:for school-
girls ?

Well, in Deanna Durbin’s newest film
“ Mad About Musie,” she wears no fewer
than three. (No, not all at once, of course !)
S0 that’s settled it. They ARE smart !

Your friend,
PATRICIA



ILVERY SATURDAY

KNOCK comes at your door. It's
your chum,

““ Are you coming out to play ?
she says; and after getting mother’s
permission, away you go.

You start off with lots of ideas for
‘“what to play.” There's skipping, and
“tops " and ' He " and * Hot Rice "—
and then suddenly you can't think what
un earth to do next.

Now isn’t that so ?

So next time you go out to play, you
shhll be the one with the suggestion for
the next game, for here are some good
group games that are always a success out
of doors for you to choose from.

OPPOSITES

33

four or more of you are playing.

But—you must select a really good except perhaps to swivel round on their

* captain  for this game.
The captain must arrange her players,

and then stand in the middle of them. =

Then she gives orders. These orders
must be selected with care, for the players
have to do just the opposite to what she
says,

If the leader says ‘‘raise your right
leg,” the players must raise their left.
If the leader says ‘‘ take two steps for-
ward,” all players must take two steps
backwards, and so on. You will, I'm

13

GAMES FOR OUTDOOR DAYS

Some cheery games that all can join in

when

sure, be able to think of plenty of amusing

* orders.”

As soon as one player does what she is
ite, she is ** out,”
and the last player left in is the one to be

told, instead of the op
captain next.

CAT AND MOUSE

This is fun when there are ten or more

players.

You all gtand in a cirele and link hands,
making an arch between each player.

One girl is selected to be the ** cat.”

She must run round and round the circle
until she touches one girl on the back.

This girl then becomes the * mouse.”

* Mouse "' must immediately dart away
around the cirele, in any direction she

pleases—and the ** eat ”’ must follow.

Mouse should dart in and out, under
the arches, in all directions—but still

“cat " must follow.
mistake in following * mouse’s "

again and “ mouse " becomes * eat.”
On the other hand, should * eat " catch

“ mouse,” then “ mouse” goes back to
the cirele, and *' eat” has another chase

for being so quick.
HIT THE DARTER

Four players or more can play this game,
and it’s lots of fun. One girl is made the

w“w

* darter " and the other are ‘‘ statues.”

“ e & The “ darter must arrange the * sta-
Opposites " is a good game where {yes™ ina fairly big square, and the rule

is that they must not move from that spot,

The darter now gives one of the
“statues " a ball—a soft one, please.
Then the * darter ” starts to run mn and
out and around the * statues.” The
object of the ** statues ™ is to hit the player
who is running. They may pass the ball
to one another, and aim it at the ' darter.”
She is the one who must pick it up if it
should be out of reach of the ** statues ™
—for the statues must not move.

The girl who succeeds in hitting the

There is a correct way. to do it, you know—a very successful way, too.

I'M ?uim sure that among your collection

of woollies—whether bought or made

for you by mother—there is at least

one that is extra precious. One that you

almost fear to wash just in case the

colours should * run,” or—dread thought !
—that it should shrink,

It is for this very valuable jumper,
then, that I want you to make use
of these extra-careful instructions for
washing,

First, lay the jumper out on a sheet of
newspaper without pulling or stretching it
as you do so. Then pencil the outline of
the jumper on to the paper.

If you fear for the colours ‘' running,”
I want you next to dip the jumper into
o basin of warm water—warm only, mind
—containing a handful of ordinary salt.

Wring out: the jumper and then prepare
rour washing water. This should Ee only
just warm. If you have it at all hot, I
warn you, shrinkage is likely.

Into this water hurl a handful of your
favourite soap flakes. Next swish these
around until they are quite, quite melted.

Then—plunge in youwr jumper, Don't

rub, don’t pull, and don't treat it rough.
Just e and sq it, keeping it
well under the water. And be as quick
as you can over the job, too. On no
account, leave the jumper " to soalk.”

Now give it two rinsings in elear waler—
water the same temperature as before.

Squeeze it as dry as you can and then
arrange it on the newspaper containing
the outline, Pull the jumper gently to fit
the pattern again exaectly.

Now I know how you like little maxims
—at ledst, I do, so I think you must, too.

‘Well, here is one for the perfect drying
of a jumper. * Neither too quickly, nor
too slowly,” you must say to yourself
as you look around for a suitable place to
lay your woolly burden.

Ifythu day is bright and sunny, then do
by all means, lay the paper containing the
jumper out of doors, flat on a table, or
even on the lawn.

Should it bo windy, place a clean pebble
at each corner of it, to prevent its dis-
appearance into the next.door garden!
But please don’t lay the jumper in the full
glare of the sun—unless it is a white one.

your *‘gang”

If * cat” makes a
tracks,
then “‘ cat ™ takes her place in the circle

goes oul fo play.

runner may take her place, and ithe
“dartern™ then becomes a “ statuc.”

RACES

There are any number of racing gamcs
that you can play with a * gang ' pro-
viding you have lplenty of space—and
they can be excellent praetice, too, for
your school sports.

‘ Slow Bicyele Race ™ is fun for you
who have bikes. The object of this ix
for the players to ride as slowly as ever
they can to the winning post. The last
one to reach the post is the winner.

But remember, no feet must touch the
ground in this race, or that player is
disqualified.

= » *

Three of yon can Elﬁay three-legged race
and have lots of laughs—and perhaps somne
tumbles—out of it.

Two of the players must link arms
behind their backs, and you must tic the
left ankle of one to the right ankle of the
other. You can tie them at the knees
as well if you like. Then at the word
“ go,”" they start to run together.

Just a little practice and it's surprising
how agile good runners can become,
racing along like this,

There are all sorts of “ obstacle races,” of
course, but Potato Race is one of the best.

For this you should arrange as many
potatoes in a row as there are players.
Each potato should have an elastic band
or a piece of string tied around it. Give
each player a stick, and she must pick
up the potato by the band or string, and
race with it to the winning post.

Slow but sure is often the winner in
this hilarious game,

For the sun, you know, is Nature's own
bleacher. (A good tip, that, for you
who wish your hair were a little fairer!)

But perhaps it will not be convenient
to dry your carefully washed jumper out
of doors, so it must stay in.

Well, the kitchen pulley is a good place.
But you must still keep it flat there.
Place paper and jumper, just as they are,
over all five rails of the pulley.

It is 2 good plan to turn the jumper over
after an hour or so, to give the other side
a chance.

When it is dry you can iron it very
carvefully on the wrong side, nsing a warm

iron. ‘
It will look quite as good as new, I
promise you.



It “Their Gipsy Friend's Secret!”

(Continued from page 11)

there, too. They all started up as the
ClLlf House party stepped on to ihe
sCene,

“Oh, Miss Verner!” cried Jill
radiautly. :

“Jill,” Miss Primrose snapped, “who
gave you those clothes ™

“J—1 gave her the clothes, Miss
Primrose,” Audrey said at once. **And
ihe case. She hasu't stolen those 1 -

Jill flashed her a grateful, wondering
look. Audrey smiled at her.

“Then, please,” Miss Primrose said
angrily, “let me eee them! No, sir,
don’t touch them,” she warned, as Gipsy
George made as if to grab hold of them.
*1 have no objection to Jill having the
cloihes, but something else has been
missed at Cliff House School, and ihere
i= a suggestion that Jill might have
taken that thing and hidden it away in
these clothes.  Please put them down
and wait until T have examined them.”

* But—=but—=""Jill cried.

Miss Primrose picked up a garment,
She handed it to Duleia, - Duleia
searched, At the same time the head-
wristress caught up the coat.

And then:

“Jill!" she cried, her voice quivering
with  anger. = “Jill!”  she almost
ihundered, and, pulling her hand ont of
ilie pocket of that coat, dragged 1o light
—Dulcia Fairbrother's silver figure.

An Unsuspected Blow !

€“ UT I didn’t take it,
I dide'tt”  Jill
cried wildly, “TI've
never seen it
before 17

“Jill, please 1" Miss Prim-

rose frowned. * How dare you tell snch

Yies, child, when the thing is found in

rour possession? It is enough, I am

sorry that in the first place I allowed
rou to come to the school. Mr. Smith,”
she added.

“Yes, madam$” Gipsy George said
sullenly,

“I do not know if von had anyihing
to do with this—"

“1 didn'¢ 1™

“In any case,” Miss Primrose said.

“I think it would be better for all

concerned if you packed up and went.

Though you may not be aware of the

fact, this wood is the school’s property,

and you should have sought my pee-

mission fo use it in the first place. 1

shall  expect you to remove your

caravans by to-morrow morning.”
© “But look here—" snapped Gipsy

Ceorge,

“That is enough! Please go! If von

do not.” Miss Primrose threatened, 1

<hall put this maiter in the hands of

the police ! Girls, come along !

“But Jill 1" eried Bals.

“Jill can take carc of herself.
—at once !”

Babis looked at Jill, sitting down with
her face in her haunds, sobbing now as
if her henrt would break. She hesitated
as Miss Primrose turned away. Audrev.
bhiting her lip, the queerest sort of
expression on_ her face, halted. too.
Miss Primrose, with stiff dignity,
rusiled  off throngh the wood, wiih
Dulcia atb her side, Babs, torn by com-
passion for the little one, reached her
side. She put a hand on her shoulder.

“Jill=Ti " she murmured, unaware
that Audrey was standing there, ioo.
“Oh, my goodness, don't cry. kid.
Here,” sho added. and then became
aware of Audrey, “Andrey, help—help
her into ihe caravan,” she whispered.
almost erying her=clf. “We enn't leave
the kid like this.”

Come

Jill seemed entirely helpless, Unresist-
ing, she allowed herself to be raised.
Watehed by the angry Gipsy George and
Aunt Agunes, she was lmfsut-ron to the
caravan; sobbing, she was liclped into
it; sobbing still, she sank down on the
rongh bed.

- S I—I—1 didn’t do it!” she wailed.

“No. of course you didn't!” Babs
soolhed: anxiously. “Oh, my hat!
Andrey, get her a drink,” she said.
“Look, there's some water there "—
and she pointed to a jug on the window
ledge sianding by a cheap tin box on
which rested a glass.

With a nod, feeling meaner, more
utierly haieful than she had ever felt
in her life before, Audrey crossed to
it. But in taking the jug down, s%
canght the tin box with the sleeve
her coat. It fell to the floor, smashing
open, and out of it fell a shower of
small treasures,

A litile doll. A cheap brass ring. A
small golf ball which had scen very
many better days, and a faded-locking
docnment.  Audrey, with the glass in
one hand and the jug in the other, gave
a gasp,

“Oh, sorry!™” she said. “*Wait a
min i .

And then suddenly she froze. Tor her
eves were staring at that doenment.
That—thai—that—oh, great goodness!
And it scemed that an icy hand clutched
at Aundrey’s heart.  That—that paper!
Oh, fool, fool, to think she had never
even given such a per a thoughi!
What use all her scheming, when this
—ihis was still in exisience !

“All right !” Tt was Babs’ voice that
fell upon her ears—Babs who was
bending down, hurriedly seraping the
things hack into the box. “Give her
tho drink, .Audrey. T'll look after this
Thore——""" And Babs, having put the
things back into the box, placed it
again on the sill. “Now,” she said,
“feeling better, Jill 27

“Yeves,” siuttered Jill.  “ And—oh.
Miss Redfern, don’t say I've got to go !

“You haven't,” Babs said firmly.
“Don’t worry, kid. We'll find a way
ont of it, somehow. I say, Audrey,
what's the matter with yon ?"”” she added,
“What are you staring at the window

for®”

“The tin box,” Audrey mmitered
unguardedly. “I mean, T was looking
ar—at something, you know,” she
added eonfusedly.

“You're as white as a sheet !

“Am 1? I—I think I need a hreath
of air,” Audrey mumbled. *“Jill, I—
I'm so sorrv. I—I—Babs, will yon

excuse me?"” she added incoherently.
“Jill, my dear, good-bye. And—and
don’t worry,” she added, as she
sinmbled down the steps.

Buat Jill's answer was a sob.

When She Felt Safe At Last!

" EVE got to
do something,”
Babs said
fiereely, “and
we've got to do it jolly

so0mn., There's  something
dashed quecr about all this, and if
Audrey hasn’t something to do with ir,
well, 1I-=I'm a looney ! I hadn’t thought
abont it until this moment, but it was
Andrey, wasn't it, who put Primmy on
Jill’s track? Tt was Andrey who gave
her those elothes 27

_Mabs, Clara. and ILeila Carroll,
Suuly No. 4, Jooked uneasy.

“Well, yes,” Leila said.

“And we Lnow now that Audrey
pirched Jill's locket and destroyed it,”
Bals said.  “IPut two and two togeiher,
and what do vou make of them? It

in
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just locks.” she added, answering her
own question, *“as if Audrey had some
reason for wanting the kid out of the
school, and worked this scheme in order
to get her out! And there’s another
funny thing that. happened in Jill's
caravan, but I, like a fool, didn’t sce
ansthing strange in it until I camo to
think about it afterwards. Jill had a
tin box there, full of oddments, and a
letter that seemed like some sort of
legal doenment. ~ Audrey knocked it
down, and from that minute behaved
just as if somebody had stunned her.
believe,” Babs said, “that she saw
something in that box that gave het
a shock.”

“But what?” asked Mabs.

“The leiter perhaps—I don’t know.
Apart from all that.,” Babs added, her
exves beginning to gleam, “I seem {o
remember now that Aundrey was fright-
fullg disturbed about a birthmark Jill's
got on her arm.. There’s something in
all this—something big. And the only
way I can sce of getting at the trufh.”
Babs finished. “is to pump Jill for all
we're worth 17

“1 second that!” Clara said. “Too
late now, though, to go to the camip
We'll have to go to-night !”

“ Breaking bounds ?* asked Mahs.

“Sure, why not?” questioned Leila.
“All in a good cause, I guess!”

And so that was decided upon:
though, to be sure. nobody felt the ex-
pedition was entirely full of hope. And,
strangely enough, in her study Audrey
Dashwood Verner was also planning a
similar {rip, but with motives far differ-
amt.from the kindly intentions of Babs

0.

8he was still showing fraces of her
fright, That paper! 'That paper in
Jill's caravan !

Somchow, Audrey had to get lold of
that! She must get hold of it} While
that paper remained in existence, sho
would never know a moment’s rest !

She went to bed presently, but not {o
sleep.  Shortly after ten she rose,
dressed herself. In the hot, still air of
the night she hurried towards the camp.
Oatside Jill's caravan the fire still
Lurned, but of Gipsy George. Annt
Agnes, or Jill herself, there was no
sign.

To the east of the wood, however,
there was a strange red glare. A heavy
smell of smoke hung in the air.

In the tumult of her own emotions,
Audrey did not notice these facts.
Quickly, furtively, her eyes went round
the clearing. Stealthily she crept to-
wards the door of Jill's caravan. For
a moment she paused outside, listening.
From the interior of the caravan came
the sound of a girl’s heavy breathing.

Jill was asleep!

Softly Audrey turned the door knoh
and entered. Jill stirred. In the dark-
ness the Chff House senior stood, hold-
ing her breath.

Then she saw the tin box on the
window-sill.  With nerves strung and
tense, she tiptoed towards it. With

fingers that trembled, she took off the
lid. and she could almost have screamed
relief, when her fingers touched the
crackling paper. She had it! It was
hers!

She torned and the box slipped from
her fingers. From Jill came a sur-
prised cry as the sound of the impact
cchoed through the caravan:

“Who's there?”

Like a flash Audrey was at ihe door.
Wiith a presence of mind which after-
wards caused her to marvel, she slipped
the key from inside and inserted it in
the Jock outside.

“ Audrey I"* Jill cried.

Audrey slammed the door, turned the
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key, and theu ran itowards the camp-
fire. That paper! She had it!
Savagely she crunched it into a ball and
burled 1t into the blaze.

* Jill’s face was at the caravan window
now. She was calling:

“Audrey! Audrey! What are you
doing? Let me out |”

Blindly Audrey turned. What had
she done? What? Suddenly she was
taken by a shaking fit of fear and
trembling, of horror and repugnance at
herself. She must get away—get away !
She could not bear to face Jill now;
could not bear ever to look that girl in
the face again. As if pursued, she took
to her heels.

She ran—how she ran! She ran
blindly, fearfully, only dimly aware of
that brightening redness in the scene,

missing statuette.
anger.

of that angry roaring and crackling.
Over the old footbridge that spanned
the wide stream her stumbling footsteps
took her—a girl fleeing from her own
dreadful conscience. In front of her the
redness danced.

And then, all at once ehe paused,
choking and coughing. What was this
heat—this smoke—this rushing light in
front of her? What was this savage
roaring, this hideous crashing and
crackling in her ears? Like a gir]l who
suddenly awakens from some %mrrible
dream, Audrey came to herself, and
stood rooted and petrified.

Her eyes grew wide with horror,
From her parched throat came a sudden
scream. ?jmk! The wood—the wood
—it was on fire—on fire—on fire!” A
great towering wall of flame, fanned by
the wind which had suddenly sprung
up, was rushing down upon her|

Audrey, with a cry, turned.

And, turning, she. struck her “foot
against a fallen branch. Helplessly she
heeled over. 8he felt herself falling.

A scream left her lips.

“Help—help 1"

And then, a second later, she had
crashed over—thud 1

Against the same branch on which
she had struék her foot, she struck her
head. With a groan she collapsed.

And as, unconscious and helpless, she
lay there, the fi'e swept onwards
towards her |

JFFROM the pocket of the coat Miss Primrose brought to light the
¢ Jill ! ** she cried, her voice quivering with
““ But I didn’t take it—I didn’t! >’ Jill cried wildly.

A Traitor No Longer!

(11 H, golly, leok ! The
wood 1"

*“It’'s on fire!”

gwecping

“ And
down on the gipsy camp!”
Barbara cried. “My hat!

Jill 1
“Come on!” panted Clara Trevlyn.
It was indeed a heart-stopping eight
which met the startled eyes of the four

chums of Clif House as they plunged
into Friardale Woods.

The woods were a furnace |

From end to end, it seemed, they were
alight. Like an advancing army, a

great wall of flame was sweeping for
ward.
Fortunately Babs & Co. had approached

the wood from the leeward end.
But immediately they saw the
fire they were all filled with a
most dreadful anxiety to reach
the gipsy encampment. '

Though still a quarter of a mile
from the wide stream which ran
near . that encampment, they
could see that the fire was
perilously near it; could see that
i a few minutes, unless it spent
itself on the brink of the stream, that
the camp would be entirely engulfed.
Rushing showers of sparks rose sky-
wards as they ran. A mass of smoke
for a moment blotted everything out.

“Jillt  Jilll Get to Jill!” cried
Babs.

Coughing and spluttering, they sped
on, groping a way through the smoke.
At last they burst into the clearing.

*Jill I* screamed Babs,

She looked around her through the
smoke, Gipsy George and Aunt Agnes,
sweating and toiling, were feverishly
harnessing horses to the caravans. Babs
caught the gipsy’s shoulder.

“Jill! Where’s Jill?” she screamed
above the roar of the flames

“Qut of my way!” roared
George. i

“Her caravan door's open!” Leila
cried. “It looks as if she's broken out!
Jillt Jill*? 8he ran forward, emerg-
ing again with a white face. " She’s
not there!” she cried.

Then—

Gipsy

By Hilda Richards ™5

A dread thought was suddenly in
their minds. Supposing Jill had run
away ? Supposing-she was caught—

Instinetively eyes turned towards ihe
fire. Like a red scaring wall the flames
were leaping at them. They eaw
frightened rabhits scattering before its
path, They saw the great fountains of
sparke.  They saw the wido  stream,
dyed red as it reflected the darting
flames.  And then Babs shrieked.

* Look 1”

Finger quivering, she pointed to ihe
bridge.

Over that crazy bridge two forms sud-
denly shone out in the glow of the fire.
One was the ligure of a small gir), drag-
ging desperately at the trailing body of
a bigger girl,

“Jill 1" shricked Mabs,

“ And Audrey |” eried Clara.

They ran towards them. 'Then sud-
denly they saw the figure of Jill falling,
Just in time they reached her, as, com-
pletely exhausted, she fell across the
unconscious body of the girl she had
dragged from the jaws of death itself.
And just at that moment Audrey’s eyes
flickered open. They fastened in a long
stare on Babs' face.

“Barbara!” she shuddered. “Bar
bara! Thank goodness you—you have
saved me !”

Then she fell unconscious again.

oREE novrs later.

The scene was the sanatorium of
Cliff  1llouse Bchool. Once again
Aundrey Dashwood Verner, her singed
hair testifying to the miraculous escape
from death she had experienced, opened
her eves, They fell upon Babs, stand-
ing there with Mabs and Clara and
Leila and Miss Primroze. They glowed.

And she said again:
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“Parbara, it was horrible! But yon
aved mel I shall never, never be
atcful enough for that, How did you
cf. mo here?”

“We got you back on Gipsy George’s
caravan. Gipsy George and his wife
are outside, Audrey. But, Audrey——"

“Yes, Babsi®

“Tt wasn’t us who saved you., We
only arrived when the saving had been
done, It was—Jill I

Audrey’s eyes fastened
stupidly.

“Jill ¢

“Jill=yes. - -You shut her up in her
caravan, didn’t you? She broke our,
she ran after you, and then she found
vou, with the flames almost touching
vou., Without help she dragged you
threo or four hundred yards to safety.
Audrey, if it hadn’t been for Jill 7

She stopped. A convulsive shudder
shoolk Audrey. p

Jillt  Jill, the girl to whom she
had played traitor—the girl she hail
cheated ! Jill had saved her!

She clenched her hands, thinking,
thinking. 8he saw hersell as a
despicable thing—the girl who had tried
to clheat a poor gipsy of her rights:
who had been repaid for that act of
Leartless treachery by a magnificent
Lieroism | Again she looked at Babs.

“And—and Jill—she is here?”
asked,

“8he is outside, Aundrey, with her—
lier rvelatives,” Miss Drimrose said.
“ Qe is only waiking to see if you are
all right, and to say good-bye to von
bhefore she leaves. Would you like to
sce her now 7"

“Please 1” Audrey said, and, afier a
pause: “Let her aunt and uncle come
in. too!” )

“(larn, will you?" Miss Primrose
asked.

Clara, understanding, went to the
door. She opened it. Jill came in.
Tncle George, mentally appraising the
value of the picture in the silver frame
above Audrey’s head, shuffled after her,
and after him, looking scared and un-
comfortable, Aunt Agnes. With her
eves brimming with tears, Jill rushed
across the room.

“Miss Verner!” she eried,

And she was down on her knees by
Audrey’s bedside. She was burying her
face in the snowy bedclothes that were
folded across Audrey’s chest, sobbing,
while Audrey, with an expression on
her face that none had cver seen there
before, lay still and mute.

And then suddenly one hand eame ant
from  beneath the bedelothes.  Tremn-
blingly for a moment it hung above the
little one's head, and then, gently
descending, caressed the black, glossy
Liair. Tluskily she muttered :

L

“AMiss Verner,” Jill said, and, as if
alined at her outburst, rose to her
cot, “I—I was so—so glad to sce yon
all right!” she muttered. “I—I'm =0
sorry I forgot myself, but I'm going
now, and—and I want to say good-bye.”

“ (rood-bye 1™ Audrey mnttered.
“Good-byet” Then: “No!” she cried
shrilly. and sat up. “No, Jill, you're
not going to say good-hye! Not now,
nor ever any more. You're going to

.
(13
o

upon  her

she

abont Aunt Agnes and me, hey ? Where
do we come in? "'How can we go with-
out our Jill, the apple of my eye and
the cream of my life?  All very well for
vou to talk. Miss Verner, but Jill
belongs to us,”

“She doesn’t!” eried Audrey.

“Audrey I” Miss Primrose reproved
again, i

* She doesn't!”  Audrey sat up, clasp-
ing Jill's hand. “You don’t know, do
yvon? But Jill's name isn’t Jill Smith!
Jill isn’t a gipsy! Her name is Jill
Verner, and she’s my consin |”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Babs.
“ Aundrey a
“Bless my soul!” Miss DPrimrose

bent forward in agitation,  “ Aundrey,
my dear, calm yourself!™ she said.
“What is this strange idea you have in
vour head?”

“It isn't u sirange idea!” Audrey
said.  “No, please let me sit up.
Come here, please; I want you all to
know., I want you all to hear. I
want Barbara to prove it; I want
(iipsy George to help to prove it.
Jill  Smith  is  Jill  Verner,” she
added.  “That is why I—I have been
against  her all the time. That
is why I——  Oh, I've been hate-
ful ! I've been a mean, crawling awful
thing ! But, thank goodness, now I
can undo the mischief I have done!”

“But, Audrey, my dear, you can
prove none of these things,” said DMiss
Primrose, looking utterly bewildered.

“No, I ecan’t. And why?”’ asked
Audrey. *“Be-because I destroyed the
proofs, Yes, I did! I destroyed the
locket which contained a portrait of
Jill's mother—ask Babs. She found
the remains after it had melted in the
fire. I went last night to steal Jill's
birth certificate from the tin box in her
caravan. That is how I came to be
caught in the fire. I succeeded. 1
burnt that birth certificate.”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Clara.
“Then you knew all the time!”

“1 knew,” Audrey said, “from the
moinent I saw the arrow-shaped birth-
mark on her arm. That was what first
scared me. Then I was sure when I
saw the locket which contained a por-
trait of Jill's mother, with Jill's
mother's  initials upon  it—Allison
Verner.

“My uncle, Mason Verner, who is

Jill's father, had both those lockets
made when Jill was born. One he
hung round the baby's neck with a

]
|
|
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What a clash of characters!

THE SCHOOLGIRL

phetograph of its mother; the other he
gave to his wife, containing a photo-
graph of Jill. Later,” Audrey added,
“when he heard that his wife and
child had been killed in a railway
accident, and he adopted me because
he was lonely, he gave me his wife's

locket. The other was worn by the
baby—" .

8he broke off sighing  Jill was
standing, wide-eyed, Babs & Co.

gazed at each cther in wonder. There
was a long, long pause. Then Gipsy
George coughed.

“Which,” he said, “the young leddie
is right. It was my brother Jim who
found Jill abandoned near the railway
smash; it was him and his wife who
brought her up as they would a
daughter. Then when Jim left the
country, Jill was left behind with me.
But—but—hey, hey!” he broke off.
“The young leddie’s fainted I”

And that was true. TFor Audrey,
with a sudden ery, had pitched side-
ways, . and would have fallen out of
bed on to the floor, if Babs had not
rushed forward just in time.

T.\'o WEEES later.

Two girls sat on the bench
the old elms of Cliff House
small, black-eyed, black-
haired girl, and a tall senior, with
blonde hair. They sat very silent, very
still, yet the young girl’s hand was in
the older girl’s, and in the young girl's
eyes was a look of most utter admira-

under
School, a

tion as she gazed at her semior. ‘'I'he
elder girl gulped. :
“Jill, you are glad to be in the

Upper Third at Cliff House?”

*0h, Audrey yes!”

“And—and you do not hate me for
what I tried to steal from you?”

“No, Audrey I—-1I love you,”
Jill smiled, “because. in the end, you
did own up, didn’t you? And it must
have been awfully plucky to do that,
thinking you would lose everything.
And, after all,” Jill said suddenly,
“you weren't really doing me a bad
turn, because I knew nothing about it.
Audrey. don’t let's say any more
about it, please. And, look, here's
Miss Redfern—I mum-mean Babs!”

And she rose to her feet, a glowing
smile of welcome on her rosy face, as
out of the school came trailing Babs,
Mabs, Clara, Leila, and fat Dessic
Bunier.

ENXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

iy, .
. Rl AL,

versus Faith Ashton !

R N
Finds'

Haughty, ambitious

stop lieve at Cliff Hf‘.‘,‘-‘” with me !” Firebrand, trampling roughshod over all opposition,
: )lj-l"rj‘ll};.\'[, r~_mﬂ}-1 l,\-_lll—‘ﬁq ]T'i'}lj,n'O:-ﬁ against cunning, hypocritical Faith, the girl who once
j’l\lz:l(l(rl‘\' believe the girl iz delivions ! robbed her own cousin, Barbara Redfern, of the
P TR i Fourth Form Captaincy. Diana and Faith are rivals
Wi g 1 v beoo . . » A

a o.‘,]!l)fr;itu, \lft ‘I‘lfl'\rc\iﬁ-' mﬁ]‘;{h:\:‘h ﬂlt"jgr\f‘. for the leading role in the Fourth’s new play, organised
body says| T know! Jill, would you by the famous Co. Diana is given the part ; Faith
like to stop here—always 7" * covets it. And that is the beginning of an amazing
“(th, Miss Verner, you know I would; battle of wits betv:feen the two girls. Don't miss

] HILDA RICHARDS’ latest superb story. It appears

hnfe—?’
*But,” seowled Gipsy George, “what next week.:
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Here again, in another topping COMPLETE story of fun and excitement—

Tea for Twelve!

i ETTY, I am going out this
afternoon. I shall be out the
whole afternoon, but pleasoe
understand that you are not

to take that as a hint that you can have

the run of the house, and turn it into

a bear-garden.”

Hetty Sonning understood, but, being
“the Imp"” in name and behaviour,
could hardly repress a smile,
Although her Aunt Miriam was not a
tyrant, her word was law in the house,
and her ideas of how spare time and
half-holidays should he spent erred on
the dull side.

*Yes, aunt,” said Hetty meekly. “ As
a matter of fact, Cousin George and I
are going to the circus this afternoon.”

Hetty saw her aunt give a quick start,
and pause with her gloves half drawn
on.

“To the circus? Is George taking
you to the circus " asked Aunt Miriam.
“ e did not mention it to me,”

Considering that George did not
know it himself yet, he could not pos-
sibly have mentioned it. But the news
would be broken to him at what the

she

Imp considered the fit and proper
moment.

“Its a grand circus, aunt!” said
Hetty, with a glimmer of excitement in
her eyes,

e

“Indeed! Well, I hope you will be-
have yourself, Hetty,” eaid Aunt
Miriam primly, “and live down the
reputation you had at your boarding-
school. Thank goodness George is a
staid, sensible boy, and scems to have
you well in hand.”

Hetty looked solemn, for her own
idea was that Cousin George was not
the power in the land that he considered
himself to be.

Aunt Miriam walked throngh ihe
doorway and then paused, taking her
notecase from her handbag.

Noting the action, Hetty’s heart gave
a jump of joy, for money to spend was
what she wanted. She had four
shillings, but after buying a seat and
sweets, and going on the sideshows,
there wouldn’t be much left.

It was a pound note that Aunt
Miriam took from her bag, and she
gave it to Hetty, who almost reeled.

“Oh, aunt, thank you!”
stuttered.,

she

Aunt Miriam widened her eyes.

*“Good gracious, that is not for you!”
she =aid. “I want you to call in at
the draper’'s—Mitchells—and pay this
bill. Don't lose the meney, whatever
you do, and let me have the receipt
when I come back.”

“¥Yes, Aunt Miriam,” said Hetty, her
face falling.

*Good-bye, and remember "—Aunt
Miriam paused—*“best  behaviour,
Hetty, or you will be sent somewhere
else—to a school where they will be
relentlessly stern with you.”

The Imp did not reply. There was
no need.  With that threat hanging
over her, she had the best intentions in
the world. For Hetty was a high-
spirited girl who liked fun, and at her
last boarding-school she had liked it
just a little too much. Now, stayving
with Aunt Miriam and her Cousin
Ceorge, she had to mind her p’s and qg's.

“Huh!

Hetty’s only a girl.

“You'd lose il.

of pulling his leg. )
You know how careless you are, Cousin

George. It was given to me to pay a
bill at Mitchell’s, the draper’s.”

“8o that I could pay the bill, you
mean,”  corrected  Cousin  George
blandly. *Now, give it to me, and the
bill.  You’'ll lose it, and then there'll
be a shindy, and you'll expeet me to
get you out of it.”

The Imp did not argue. She gave
him the note with the idea of placating
him, .

“There you are, and there’s the hill,”
she said. “But if I haven't got that
pound, I've got four bob of my own,
and if you weren't a zooker I know
where we'd go.”

*“A zooker?”
sharply.

“That’s what Bob Biggs called boys
who——" And Hetty shrugged.

“Listen !" said Cousin George grimly,

said Cousin George

I'll soon manage her !”

says Cousin George, in his lordly, over-confident way.

But Hetty isn’t called ““ the Imp " for nothing.

When

it comes to managing, she's even better than George.
She even makes him have ‘‘ measles,”

But even so she took life lighily;
managed to live up to her nickname.
In a moment the slight clouds had
vanished, and she went into the garden,
wondering how to persuade Cousin
(George to go to the circus.

Cousin George, two years her senior,
was apt to throw his weight about and
treat her like a kid of five; but Hetty
knew that he was quite young at heart,

despite his somewhat up-stage, haw-
haw, big brother manner.

“Has mother gone?” he asked
loftily, when Hetty appeared.

“Yes; couple of minutes ago,

George,” said Hetty, “She gave me

this pound note.”

Cousin George looked at it and
started.

“To give to me?” he said.

“To you? Goodness, no!” said

Hetty, her eyes twinking at the thcught

By IDA MELBOURNE

almost fiercely. “I'm sick of hearing
about this loon Bob Biggs, and I don't
care what he called a ‘zooker.,” There
isn’t such a word, anyway.”

He was burning to. know what a
zooker was, but Hetty did not tell him.
She had invented it herself, just as she
had invented that wholly imaginary
person Bob Biggs, who was so smart
and so wonderful compared with Cousin
George,

“T think you must be & zooker,” she
inzisted.  “Didn’t Aunt Miriam say
that when you were a kid you screamecd
at the cireus?”

Cousin George went crimson,

“What's that got to do with being a
zooker? Besides, I was only five, and
the lion made a face at me. I'm not
scared now. Gosh! Scared of lions
behind bars! 1 love circuses.”

“ 8o do I,” the Imp said quickly, “Tf
Bob Biggs were here I'd go to the one
at Lamwell, because I was never afraid
with him around. Even if a lion got
free, Bob would know what to do.”
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She turned away, and Cousin George,
with thoughtfal expression, tucked ihe
]"bi:t'lll.l note and the bill into his outside
pocket.

Cousin George did not like Dob
Biggs, and he did not like his cousin
admiring such a fat-headed, swollen-
nilted, conceited chump. A zooker!
Il |

“Just a minute, Hetiy,” he =said. “1
lelieve there is o circus at Lamwell,
1i's within eyeling distance. If we go,
o you promise not to get scared and
~cream or anything #”

Ieity turned back and wanted fto
hiug him, but refrained. Uhderneath
all his bluff, Cousin George was a dear,
and she liked him a whole lot.

“Oh, Cousin George, I shouldn’'t be
frightened with you!” she purred.

“Then  we'll take the bill 1o
Mitchell’s, pay it, and be on our way.
Get your tﬁings on, and be ready to
siart in five minutes,”
George.

Five minutes later, almost skipping
with joy, the Imp was ready. And
ten minates later they were outside
Mirchell’'ss.  There Cousin  George,

said Cousin

groping in his pockets, turned white.

“The noic and the bill,” he =ail
blankly. “Gone!”

“Gone I

The Imp stared at him in horror.
while lie searched cvery pocket, but in
vain.

“Oh, gosh!"" he said.
dropped 1t.”

“Why, you silly goop, Gearge!™ =ail
Iletty. “A pound nole! Where did
vou drop it?”

Cousin  George was erimson  with
shame, and Hetty felt a pang of sorrow
for him,

“I—I don’t know,” he admitted rue-
fully. “I suppose I mmst have pulled
it ont with my silk hanky.”

Heity jumped on to her cvele.

“Come on!" she said. “Yon took
that hanky out in the lane. I ve-
member just about where.”

“You do? Gosh, that's great !" said
Consin George, in relief.

Although it was one of Lis sirictest
rules that they eycle slowly, and with
decorum, he allowed that rule to be
broken now. They fairly scorched
back to the lane. But there was no
sign of the pound.

Cousin George, his lordliness van-
ished, gave a groan.

“1 must hava

Your Editor's address is:—Fleetway

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Ploase send a stamped, addressed envelope
it you sh for a reply by post.

Y DEAR READERS,—I don't
know whether 1 ought {o say
what's in my mind. in case
things are totally differeni bLy

ihe time you read these remarks, but—

i=n"t the weather glorious? Or perhaps

[ should say, to be on the safe side,

hasn't it been glorious these last few

weeks ?

Such perfect week-ends we've had,
haven't we? Every Friday eveniug or
Saturday morning we've met friends
and relations and aequaintances going
off with bags end trunks for those
delightful little relaxations which we
call * week-ends in the country or by the
ECD.

I've had one or two with Claudine,
my niece. I believe I've told you about
lier before. 8he's the motor-car fiend,
yon know; the one who usnally finishes
up in somo awful complication—and Ler
passengers with her, if she’s been fortu-
nate rj-nungh to persuade anybody to be
S0 Tasn.

Well, Claudine and I, {ogeiher with
her parents, had some delightfal times
at au old-world cottage they own. There
was 1o car. By special request—from
Yonr Editor—that was left at home.
Bt Claudine—who seems to grow more
of o madcap every day—staggered me
considerably one afternoon by producing
u very ancient tandem bicyele from
somewhere or other, and, knowing that
1 Lad besn something of an expert in
my vouth, insisting that we should have
u spia,

“It'll be a ripping lark!” she ecaid
cheerfully.

[ argued against it, but il's not casy
to argue with Claudine when her mind
i= made up; so eventually I allowed
wysell to be persuaded. We set off, |

in front, Claudine behind. Really, I
had had no idea how distant my cycling
days were until that moment. 1 felt
almost as if I'd never been on a bike
before. We covered five miles—in a
zigzag—and two miles as the road went
—at least, that's the impression I got.

It must have been my niece’s impres-
sion, too, for on the homeward spell she
insisied on taking the front berth—and
promptly landed us in a ditch! We
arrived home after a two-hour hike,
I'he old tandem is still in the diteh, I
believe |

I do sincerely hope that YOUR
holidays, whether week-ends or weeks or
longer, don’t finish up like that!

And now I really must tell you all
about——

“THE FIREBRAND FINDS A
RIVAL!”

which is next Saturday’s magnificent
LONG COMPLETE Clif House story,
Ly Ililda Richards.

The Iirebrand of the Fourth is, as
vou know, Diana Royston-Clarke—a
strange girl, a mixture of good and bad,
but always tempestuous when roused;
ruthless when her purpose is crossed.
And how Diana loves the limelight!
Ilow she loves to be queen of all she
surveys | And when she is actually given
the title role in the Fourth Form’s pro-
duction of the “Queen of Sheba's
Quest,” Diana hardly needs to act. She
1S the queen, on and off the stage.

DBut someone else covets Diana’s
part. You remember Barbara Redfern’s
cousin, Faith Ashton, of the angelic
features and crocodile tears, who almost
got Barbara Redfern expelled? Well.
Faith returns to Cliff House, and is the
one to cross Diana's path. What a
batile! What a clash of characters!
Firebrand, trampling roughshod over all
opposition, versus cunning, hypocritical
Faith! You'll be held spellbound by this
great story DBabs Co.—especially
Mabs—are involved, too, so order your
copy now |

Next week’s number will contain all
onr usual features: “Cousin Georgo and
*The 1mp,’” “The Jungle Hikers”
Patricia’s Pages, and another CIiff
House Pet. Well, cheerio for the
present. With best wishes,

Your sincere friend,
TIIE EDITOR.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“1f mother knows I've lost the noie,
gosh!” he said miserably. “That’s
tic one thing she never forgives—care-
lessness with money. What are we
going to do? The circus is off. I—
I'm sorry, Hetty,” he added contritely.

“Can’t be helped,” sighed the Imp.
“It’s just our bad luck. We'll have
to rake up the cash somehow. We'ro
twelve bob short of the bill. Dut let's
go home, just in case you used ths
swankerchief there.”

They returned home,
the garden, but in vain.

“Twelve bob short,” said George
dismally, afier they had counted their
own cash. And then he glanced across

and searched

ithe fence to the open ficlds, where
some hikers were strolling. “Some-
one's picked it up. How'd ii be (o

ask people?”’

At that moment one of the hikers
came  strolling  across towards the
fenece.

“Gosh, he's found the note ! babbled
Cousin George, and rushed down 1o
the fence, jumping half over it with
Cagerness,

But he was wrong, and he returned
to Hetty with gloomy expression,

“Huh!” he said. “Wanted to know
if there was anywhere here they coul:l
get tea? Here—in this road.”

The Imp did not answer, but her
eves lit up,

“Cousin George,”” she eaid, “T've
mot it."

“What—the nofe?”

“No., the idea. We want twelve

shillings, don’t we?®™
“Want it? We've just got to have

it, or— Oh, gosh!” hLe ended
wretchedly, “If you've got an idea,
Hetty i

But IHetty was gone. She had
skipped upstairs to their Common-
room. In one of the drawers of

Cousin George's desk| was some thick
drawing-board.

Heity put it to a very useful pur-
pose, Taking out a bottle of indian
ink, she got busy, writing one worl
in very large letters, and with great
care.

“Teas* was the word, and afier it,
in smaller writing, she added, * Ono
shilling.””  Then, ‘' Bread-and-butter,
and jan, cakes, ete.”

While Cousin George searched the
garden path and flower-beds, the Imp
slipped down to the fence, and affixed
the notice with drawing-pins.

“Twelve customers, and
saved,” she told herself.

we're

Smart Work, But—

111 ISITORS to tea?” said Cousin
ieorge, in surprise,

He had gone down the lane

at the Imp's behest to search

a eupposed likely spot for the note—

her ruse to get rid of him—and re-

turned later, empty-handed.

Buat a surprise awaited him. ‘Tea
had been set on the lawn, and there
were four complete strangers sitting at
the table.

“Yes, visitors to tea,” agreed the
Imp, who was wearing a maid’s apron.
“1t’s the maid’s afternoon out, George,
and we've got to rally round.”

George peeped into the garden.

“Did they give their names?” he
said. “I can’t remember seeing them
before.”

He followed Hetty into the kitchen,
twittering with agitation, and ghe
showed him an exercise-book on the
front of which was written, “ Visitors’
Book.”
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Opening it, he saw four signatures.

“Mr. Hitcham, Miss Jones, Mr.
Booker, and Miss Broad,” he said.
“1 suppose they must be some of
mother’s litevary cirele.”

“Aha !” said the Imp. “And more
are coming, too. A nice thing, but
we've got ta rally round, Cousin

George. T'll pretend to be the maid,
and you'd beiter go upstairs and put
on that dress suit vouwr uncle left be-
hind with the hole in the back.,”

Cousiuv George did not get it

“What for? A dress suit in the
alternoon ? You must be potty. I
hope you haven't heen chattering to
them 1n your silly way. Why not ask
them indoors 77

“Because they've been walking in
tho fields,” was the Imp’s bland reply.
“Iere, take this tray-load out, and set
the table.”

“Me?” said George, in horror.
“Set a table?  T'm a boy, not a
girl.”

A voice called from the garden, and
George hurried gut. He was instantly
hailed by a man with tousled hair, a
healthy tan, and khaki shorts,

“Liven up, son'!- Is this what you
call service?'’

George walked forward and bowed.

“I'm charmed to meet you,” he
said, in his best party manner.

The two young women giggled, and
the man winked at them,

“Who wouldn't be?” he
“Dut never wmind the charm;
up with tea.”

George stiffened.

“The maid is preparing tea at this
moment,” he said. “ Mother, unfor-
tunately, is out. Did she know you
were coming, sir?’’

The man gave a guffaw of mirth,

“That’s what I call service. If you
want tea, tell us a day in advance.
Young man, we've caught you on the
hop—and  lummy, here come some
more,”

Five people straggled into the garden.
They smelled the flowers, and criticised
the i/n_v-out of the garden.

George walked up to them, his face

asked.
buck

grim, ;
“1 say, I say!” he protested. “This
is a bit thick., Didn’t you see the
notice——"
“That’s why we came in,” said a
burly man with a truculent manner.

“And who are you, anyway? Are you
the manager

“ Mum-manager "

“Well, what are
this is the way you run the joint you
don’t deserve custom.,” said the man.
“Buppose we do eriticise the garden?
Why shouldn’t we, eh? Maybe we'll
criticise the tea, too. That’s up to you.”

At that moment Imp appeared
with a tray.

“George ! she ealled.

(icorge, his brain in a whirl, turned.

“Well 7

“Run in and make the tea. Kettle
will be boiling,” suid IHetiy.

“That's right, skip it,” said the burly

hahbled George.
you—waiter ? If

man. “Make yoursell wuseful, sonny.”
George goggled from Hetty to the
man, and then noticed three other
people approaching the fence. TFrom

their manner it was pretty clear that
they were intending 1o walk inlo the
garden, by the unlatched gate,

But not if Ceorge knew it.

“Just a minute,” he said to the burly
man. ‘1 think you're making a mis-
take. 1 don't want to have 1o chuck
you oute——"

“Q0h, yvou don't?” said the man., “By
gosh! Here, just a minute. If it comes
to chucking out !

He started to peel off his jacket, and

the Imp, suddenly alarmed, arrived at
the double.

“ Oh, please, sir, don’t take any notice
of him,” she said, peinting to George.
“He doesn’t mean it. He'll ruin our
trade, he will. Overlook it, please, sir,
for my sake. If you knew all about him,
you'd understand.”

George was so staggered that he was
speechless,

“There, there,” the Imp said to him,
soothingly. “Ceme inside,” she urged,
and then added in a whisper: “we're
saved—saved !”

(George, conscious of stares thai were
not without deep sympathy, suffered
Hetty to lead him to the house, But
inside he came to a halt.

“What is all this?” he demanded.
“You practically told those people P'm
barmy. They're not mother’s friends,
They’re just coming here as though this
were a tea-place.”

Heity smiled winningly,

“And so it is.”

George skipped in the air.

“A tea-place—this! Don’t he crazy!
Are you selling these people tea?"”

“At a bob a_ time,” said the Imp
quickly. “Oh, George, do be sensible.
We've got to rake up twelve bob, and
how else can we do it? Twelve people
and we're saved, except for a little

bread, butter, jam and ecakes. And
we've got eleven of them now !”
Cousin George choked, His eyes

goggled.

“Hetty, you must be potty,” he said
in horror. “Suppose mother heard of
it—suppose the neighbours notice—sup-
pose—Oh gosh! But this is awful,
shocking 1”

“Twelve bob—and they won’t he here
an hour,” said Helly. “Anyway—it's
done -now, and you won’t get them out
without a fight. The notice says * Teas,’
and they've a right to demand it.”

From outside came the ratile of a
spoon agamnst a cup.

“There—they’ll start smashing up
the place next,” said Hetty. “Here—
take this tray and the teapots.”

Cousin George's eyes flashed.

“Y won't be a party to it,” he hooted.
“It’s the maddest, ecraziest idea— "

Hetty folded her arms.

“All right—then turn them out,” she
said. “ And explain to your mother how

P LIFC
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vou lost the note. I'm doing this for
vour sake, and this is all the thanks 1
got.”

She marched into the kifchen, made
the tea, and swept past him to the
garden.

Cousin George looked out of the win-
dow. Tour other customers had breezod
in, but there was no table for them.
Four shillings had walked into the
garden !

It was a case of being hanged for a
sheep as well as for a lamb! For if
George’s mother learned that the peaple
had even been here, it would mean just
as big a row, as if they had actially
paid their money.

Upstairs he raced, charged into his
room and took down the torn dress suit
which his uncle had left behind on a
visit. - As a suit to wear at a dance it
was useless; but for a waiter it would
do_quite well. i

Cousin George changed at breakneck
speed, and then with the fear in his
mind that someone might recognise him,
he went to his eupboard and routed out
the grease paint and false moustache he
used in amateur theatricals.

When he went downstairs he was in
time to take out a tray to the customers.

* Buck up, George !” came a cry,

“More hot water.”

“He's grown a moustache !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cousin George put the tray down with
a bang, his ears erimson. But when
George played a part Ire played it well
—as he had doné in the school play.

“Tea for four,” he said erisply.
“Bread and butter and jam. Hot water,
sir? Coming, sir.”

George went back for the hot water.

“If this gets to mother,” he -said
fiercely to Hetty, “she’ll send you to
that school. I've never heard—- Com-
ing, sir!” he shouted, and dashed out
with the hot water, only to trip over his

too long trousers and measure his
length,
Meanwhile the Imp cut bread-amd

hutter, ladled out jam, ent cake, found
a box of pastries, and decided to go
next door for more.

Fourteen customers! And at a hob
ahead. It was something to zing about,
and Hetty sang. Also, it was good fun.

“Buck up, George!” she called from

(COUSIN George, still dazed at having to serve teas to hikers in his own

garden, reeled out with a tray.

Ironic cheers greeted his disguise.

‘‘ Hi, he's grown a moustache ! *’ someone roared.  The Imp, looking on
from behind the tree, chuckled. So far, so good !



20 “Cousin George and ‘The Imp'!”

the house. “More tea. And mind the
step.”

George, with dignity, took the tray
to the new customers, where his mous-
tache dropped into the milk.

“ Bring some more milk " grinned the
customer.  “But you can keep the
moustache. Gosh, I've never laughed
so much in my life. We must come heve
next week,” he said to his friends.

CGeorge stiffened.

“ Next week ¢” he gaped.

“Yes, we'd better order what we waut
now, and maybe it’'ll be ready, then,”
chuckled the customer.
~“Nunext week,” said Ceorge in
horror, and he pictured an army of
hikers arriving for tea when his mother
was al home.

“That's too far ahead for him to
grasp,” said ono of the girls kindly.

“But you can’t come next week!”
said George frantically. “Mother——
I mean, we're closing down. We're
bankrupt.”

“8hame! But you can’t wonder at
it the way you go on. Mind the step,
sonny.”

George reiurned to the house, shaking
at the knces, end then ncarly jumped
out of his skin as the telephone-bell
rang.
“tHelty, the phone—mother!” he
choked.  “You answer it.”

“You're the elder,” said the Imp.
“Cosh, don't I wish Bob Biggs were
here ! He'd know how to wait, and he
wouldn t funk answering the phoue.”

George marched to the phoue and un-
hooked the receiver.

“ Mother—"" he gasped. “Oh, no, no!
Notlung's wrong  OFf course not, Did I
sound alarmed? Fancy that. I'm not
alarmed. Good gracious, no!” he said,
sweat standing out on his forchead.
“Alarmed? What should I be alarmed
about? Ha, ha, ha! Hm! What—
coming home now? Now? Oh gosh!
I mean—I mean, get all the fresh air
you can, mother. Don’t hurry. Every-
thing's all right. Oh! You're coming
right away. Now!”

He hung up the receiver and turned
to Hetty, who stood silent beside him.

“That was mother,” he said weakly.
“She's coming home—at once—quarter
of an hour at the most.”

“A quarter of an hour*” gasped the
Imp. * (George, we've got to get rid of
themn ! Secrve the last tea. Quick!”

Putting George.“On the Spot”!

IIE customers were disinclined {o

ﬂ go. 'They liked a vest after their

tea, and they wanted music.

They wanted to dance on the
lawn.  Aud the more they wanted (o
elay the more panicky George becmne,
the more comic grew his cxpression,

Some people do not know when they
are mnot wanted—and these fourtecn
customers seemed to be of that order.
They had had a good tea, and they
shewld have been satisfied, but they
were in no hurry to go. They dropped
their cigarette-ends on the lawn, and
they wanted to pick flowers, even offce-
ing to pay for them.

The Imp, indoors, sabt racking her
brains in despair.

“Well,” said George grimlv. “You
see? A nice mess. And what_do you
do to get us out of it? Sit there
sulking.”

“I'm thinking,” said Hetty

“A piiy you didn’t start sooner,” said
Cieorge. “If you had told me what you
were going to do in time I would have
stopped it. Of all the crass, stupid—"

“Oh, shut upt” said the Imp crossly.

“What did you say?” asked Cousin
Ceorge very quietly.

“I said ‘Shut op! ™ said the Imp.
“1f you hadn’t got them so worked up
with your clowning they'd- have gone,
They're wailing to sce you fall over
again, or knock over a loaded tray.”

“Heity jumped up. She really blamed
herself, and she was quite near to tears
of vexation; for she hadn’t guessed that
Aunt Miriam would come home early.
And  everything that Cousin George
said seemed to be true. She had really
and truly got them into the soup.

“If only I could think of something
L:hnt would really make them go—a

fiere ol

“That's right, set light to the house,”
said Consin George, I think you had
betier stop thinking. | It’s up to me——"

The Inp swung round, face suddenly
aglow,

“(eorge, come upstairs,
way ont,” she cried.

She rushed upstairs; and George.
fearful that she might try out her
dodge of a fire, followed her to the baili-
room, where he found her with a scent-
spray. From the bath-room she rushed
to their Common-room and groped in a
urawer,

“Now,” she said, turning to him,
“elose your eyes!”

“What? Why ? What foolery is this?"”
demanded George. .

“Close vour eyes,” commanded Hetry,

And somerhing in her toue made him
obey.  Tustantly it felt to him  as
thongh she had sprayed water on his
face. Opening his eyes, he glauced at
her hands. They were red,

“Wh-what's that?” he demanded in
hovror.

“Red ink. Yon've got measles,” said

1}

T've got ihe

Ietty.,  “Go out on the lawn—quick,
quick! The rash is just showing.”
Stupefie:dd, Cousin George remained

still; then he leaped to action and clat-
tered down the stairs and inio  the
garden.  Only a moment later IHetty
cmerged with a tray.

“How's the head, George ?” she asked.

“flead® Awful!” he groaned, and
put a hand to it. “And my throat,
t00.”

In silenee the customers waiched as
Tletry approzched him, stared ai him,
and then recoiled in horror.

“George,”” she cried, “you've got it!
The rash is just showing. I told yon
not to go necar that boy. Oh my good-
ness—measles !

The customers rose to their feet as
one person, and there came a babel of
TOICes,

“Oh, poor George! That's why he's
beeu  half-delivious,”  sai Hetty.
“Measles !

“Oh, well,” shrugged George, play-
ing up, “1 don’t mind now I kuow !
But 1 may have given it to no end of
people,”™

S Bill, please ! said a man,

“AMy Wl said another,

As George approached the tables the
customwers  backed. Solemnly  he
gathered up the things, and, having
sutfered much, decided to have his re-
venge. e insisted on walking near to

* people, and one man backed iuto the

lily poud and went up to his knees in
water. He was the burly one.

Inside five minutes fourteen shillings
had been paid, and three-and-sixpence
left in tips. The hikers hurried out at
and left the gavden in a siate of

l'l(‘.’l( .
* It worked—it worked !” eried IMetty.

“Oh golly! Saved, George! We'll

have to get bread-and-butter, jam,
cakes, tea.  But we're saved.”
“Not unless we clear this stuff,”

beamed George, ™ “That was a pretty
smart idea, Hetty,” he admitred

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“0Oh, one of Bob Biggs'!” said Hetty
lightl_\'. “Now, he really was a boy
with ideas. Buck up, George!”

They took in the trays, they took in
the tables; they cleared the cigaretie-
ends, and then rushed for the washing
np—and George did not pretend that
he did not know how.

Three minutes afler  they had put
away the last piece of crockery they
heard a banging at the front door,

George hurled bimsell upstairs 1o
change, and ithe Imp whipped off the
maid’s cap and apron: then she rushed
to the door and opened it,

A small boy stood there, a slip of
paper in his hand.

“From  Mitchell's,”
“Receipt !”

“Receipi ! Dui they haven't had the
money 1" Iletty gasped.

“Someone brought it into the shop
with the bill—said they'd found it in the
lane,” said the boy.

IHetty looked at him, looked at the
receipt, and then roared with langhier;
then, giving the surprised boy sixpence,
she charged upstairs as George came
charging down. They collided and sat
down sprawling.

“Cousin  George! TLook!"

he said

Hetiy

‘eried, helding up the reeeipt, and then

she explained.

“@Good gracious ! George murmurcd.

Hetty laughed.

“Well, we're sevenicen-and-sixpence
up, and no harm done. And it was fun,
too—jolly good fun!”

Cousin George’s icy calm vanished.

“Looking buck—so it was,” he said.
“Especially when they bunked.  1la,
ha, ha! That was an idea !”

At that moment they heavd Aunt
Miviam's car. Aunt Miriam arrived as
though expecting to find the house a
heap of ashes: but, although she wenl
on a tour of inspection, nothing was
wrong.

“Well, fancy staying in and having
tea on the lawn on such an afternoon !
Oh, is that the receipt from Mirchell's,
Hetty ? Thank gooduess! I've heen on
hot bricks all the afternoon thinking
about it. I really should have given it
to George. llowever =

Cousin George had the grace to go a
liitle pink.

“Oh, mater,” he said, “1T wonder if
I might take Ilcity o the eireus this
evening? It's an carly house.”

“The eivens? By all means, George.
But look after her;” dou’t let her get
into mischicf.”

“Certainly not!” said George. “1
can handle HMeuy.”

But, all the same, fhey had  some
rousing fun, although it was not until
they got home  fhat George realised
what vousing fun it had really heen.
Iowever, he had proved ihat he was
not a *zooker,” and that was what mat-
tered-—and he had stayed on the joy-
wheel longer than Bob Diggs !

“ Aund that,” said Hetty, with a sigh,
as they rcached home, “is what 1 call a
real hali-holiday.”

“What-ho !” said George. “I mean,
what homework have you? T should
have enjoyed the show myself if T were
vour age, I dare say. However, you'll
grow up. One mnstn’t expect too much
from vou all at once.”

* Aud, whistling, he lounged off to lis
roon.
END OF THTS WEEK'S STORT.

ANOTHER complete

story featuring this delightful
pair of fun-makers next week! Do
please let your Editor know exactly
how much you like them, and be sure
to recommend them to all your freends.

laughter-
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Further fascinating chapters of our wonderful adventure story—

FOR NEW 1

TERESA FORREST I:.R
resourceful, and

LUJISE RAY. MI)\D her more timorous chum,
arc on their way to meet Teresa’s parents
in Africa when they become stranded.
With a quaint native girl,

FUZZY, as guide, they set off by canoe, The
camoes Were stoien by Fuzzy from a
warlike tribe, who came in pursmt. of the
chums ! ’lhw eseape, but miss their
steamer and continue by foot. When
they help a white hunter, he gives them a
talisman ring, which allows them to enter
a native king's country. Teresa exposes
a treacherous nagician, The Kking gives
them all jewels, Fuzzy decides to stay—
only to be captured by the gqueen,

(Naw reard on.)

(EADERS.
self~possessed and

Adofphus Does the Trick !

€« HY, what ever's the matter
with  them?” 'Teresa ex-
claimed.  For, not having

heard Fuzzy's stifled cry for
help, she was Halu].nll\ surprized “hvu
Adolphus, the umn;m 1zee, turned anxi-
uml\, and B’l nho, the ele p}mnl, halted.
lhrv don’t want to go on without
Fuzzy, said Luise. *Oh, Terry,
Iow -u\ful' I really thought she would
come after us.’

“And I did,” sighed Teresa. “Fancy
her being turned like that. *Just for
a handful of silver he left 1hmn, just
for a riband to stick in his coat,””* she

quoted from a poem le .unu:l at school.
“Don’t!” begged Luise. "I was so
fond of Fuzzy. And now she's changed.

I'd never have believed that money
could spoil anyone so qn:rl\]\' And,
after all, jewels are just money.

Teresa gu\(_ a nod, and then urged

Bambo on.

“You're not waiting ?” said Luise.

**No. She can catch us up if she wants
to," shrugged Teresa, whose pride was

wounded. “We can't make her come,
and we don’t want her if she has to be
made,”

But both secretly wished that they
could go back just to see what was
happening.

If they had done so, they would have
found Fuzzy being dragged to the

dungeons, They \m.»ld have seen her
}v\\ula being torn from her by the angry
queen,

But they could not even guess ihat
such a thing was happening; they had
not seen the queen, who, during their
visit, had been resting,

“Ab, well. I ]mp(, our jewels will
bring us happiness, I hope they aren’t
unlucky,” murmured Teresa.

Luise was wondering that, {oo. She
did not bring out her ]e\\el\ even though
she yearned to study them carefully,
becanse there were soldiers in aitend-
ance, warriors sent-by the king as escort
until they hit the trail, the broad path
that conld not be mistaken.

Teresa knew well enough how tempt-
ing the jewels were; for even here they
had exchange value. Food, clothing,
arms, and Juxuries could be bought in
»xr-h.'\uge for them, and even- the
simiplest native knew their value.

The Jungle Hikers Out-
witted the Rascally Witch

Doctor Once—but Now
He Plans His Revenge !

Trying not to think of Fuzzy, Teresa
and Luise spoke of other things, of

Fngland, of schoel, of the Joumu “ahead
and how long it would taKe,

Adolphus, perched on Bambo’s back,
could not talk, and was out of it. Being
only a baby clnmp, he had not highly
(!ou\lnpnd thinking powers, but he did
know that Fuzzy was missing.

Three or four times he chattered to
Teresa, trying to point out the fact.

But she did not seem to undersiand
his lunguugo and even though he went
to the trouble of hanging by one foot
from the lnggage, and pulling her hair,
it did not wake her up to the fact that

Fuzzy was not with them.
Adolphus, in frowning silence, de-
cided to act. He, too, was fond of Fuzzy,

but he did not know about jewels and

princesses and swollen head.

Slipping down from Bambo mm-nlu_u

dodged away, and then, ab high
1Il{llll‘ tm the fual.un‘ where he
had seen his young mistress.

I"uz.z_v was still there, But she was no
longer the gay, proud Fuzzy, weari
sparkling diamonds, and ecarrying th
chain and insignia that proved she was
a princess,

Frightened and wide-eyed, she sat in
a cold, dark dungeon—a room below
ground level, with a grid across the top,
and hardly distinguishable from a lion
trap

AIJO\ stood the queen, looking down
at her in anger, speaking a language
which TFuzzy understood.

he
speed,

“Worthless nothing, a slave! You
woar jewels? No, no, I wear jewels!
Princesses wear jewels. But not you.

No, no!”

Fuzzy's eyes filled with tears as she
h)olu'(l up.

“King Nompanyo "I\l‘ me jewels,"
said pathetically. “He make me
princess.”

*And I—I take them back,” said the
queen angrily.  * Jewels are not for such
as vou, a slave girl.”

“I am not slave!”
fury.

In such a temper was the queen, thai
she picked up a ]ll.{‘l(‘l of water and
upended it into the pit. Only I;_\ a
sudden jump did Fuzzy aveid being
drenched. It was the queen’s last word,
and she went away still in anger.

Fuzzy looked up at the trees through
the cross grating of her dungeon, and
quivered. Only five minutes ago she had
thought herself a princess. And now,
hiere she was in a dungeon—a prisoner,
a slave,

Fuzzy knelt down, clasping her hands
and "IO']'!}II]}.',’

*0h,

=ne

cried Fuzzy, in

Miss Teaser—Miss Luise!” she

By
ELIZABETH
CHESTER
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soblbied.  “Oh, come back plenty guick!
Ol come back !

But she knew that her voice could not
e heard, that they had gone on with-
out her.

For fifieen minutes she kuelt there in
silence, and then a soft voice called
down.

* Princess—

Fuzzy looked up, and saw one of the

girls who had been given to her as a
slave,
"\'t--." whispered back Fuzzy sadly.

“Pad thing go happen to white girls,”
the slave whispered.

*Bad thing *" said Fuzzy anxiously.

“Magician make trap for them.”
whispered the girl. “Take jewels—"

Then she bhurried away as she heard
some sound of danger: and Fuzzy de-
tected the angry voice of a guard shout-
ing at the girl.

“Take j{wwh, murmured  Fuzzy
anxiously. “Magician he trap ]cuv.-ﬂ
and Luise. Oh, oﬁ and I am prisoner !

She wailed again in despair, [ler
friends were in danger, and she could
not give them warming. She could do
nothing at all to help them.

Several times Fuzzy jumped, tryving
to clutech the grid of wood above, but
she could not reach it, and so she sank
down again. It was not until some
minutes later that she took heed of an
odd noise above. Even when she looked
up she did not at ounce recognise the
face she saw.

Then she turned her head sideways,
blinked, and sprang up.

* Dolphus I

Adolphus, cute little chimp that he

in alarm. He had not sense in the
human meaning of the word, but he
bad keen instincts, and he could usually
tell an enemy a dozen yvards off without
even looking. And the person who came
now wWas an encmy.

It was the angry
glowering.

She stalked to the grid.
Jm\'n calling to Fuzzy :

“1 bring vou work to do! Not until
it is finished do you get food ta ecat,
Here are many beads.  Here is thread.
Put all the beads on to the thread, and
ch-l\\'m-n cach a knot,”

* Happily, O queen,” said Fuzzy.

The quecn opened the grid, knowing
that Fuzzy could not jump up and
escape,

“Here T give you cloth.”
“Needle, thread. Make
it when beads are finish.”

Down came the cloth, to land with a
bump.

Fuzzy looked up tearfully,
to see the grid closed down;
amazing thing happened.

The angry queen, kneeling down and
peering_into the dungeon, suddenly let
out a piercing cry not unlike the velp of
a dog. Then, throwing out her hands,
she clutehed the grid and lurched for-

quecn, fat and

and leaned

she said,
garment with

expecting
but a guite

ward. Next moment she had fallen
through, the grid had slammed shat,

and therc she hung from it inside the
dungeon. her feet clear of the ground,
her eyes wide with fright.

And from above Adolphus locked
down. irving hard to sule, for this
wonderinl display of agility on the part
of the queen had been his doing.

was, had found her. But, even so, he  Alone Adolphus had done it.  Just a
could not get in through the grid, nip with his sharp teeth, and the gueen
although he kept walking across it, try- had shot forward—another wip, and
ing to do so. there she was iu the dungeon. When

“'l)o] hus!” breathed Fuzzy fear- one knew now it was really absurdly
fully. hot. let um catch you, Dolphus, simple, and Adolphus looked about him
Hark !’ for others.

But  Adolphus had already heard Fuzzy did not know quite how it had
approaching steps, and he dodged away happened, but she did not worry. What
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she did know was that the grid was shut
but unfastened, and that the queen was
with her in the dungeon.

Gasping and wheezing, the queen
dropped to the ground, then struggled
up a little shakily.

Jf Fuzzy had delayed or hesitated she
would have remained there with the
queen, at too close quarters for comfort.

But Fuzzy had quick wits, and she
desperately wanied to escape.

Even as ihe queen struggled up Fuzzy
jumped on to her back.

The queen, still a little unsteady,
velled and shouted, but Fuzzy was now
standing on her shoulders, and had
grasped the grid. She hurled it up and
back., and then. putting one bare foot
on the queen’s head, forced herself up
to the top of the dungeon beside
Adolphus. who chattered with glee.

Fuzzy looked down at the dazed,
bewildered queen, who seemed unable
even yet to fake stock of this eodd

sitnation.

“You finish off beads,” =aid Fuzzy
siernly, “or not come out-—-yon finish
cloth, or not come out! Buck up!”

And then she closed down the grid,
turned the heavy key in the lock, and,
having no further for it, threw it
far into rhv bushes,

“Now,” she whispered to Adolphus,
and, eronching low, sped away for the
jungle path.

The queen. not more unforfunate than
she deserved to be, shonted and called,
and the guard came near. He was not
a man of acute hearing, for ouly hali-
deaf men, unlikely to be disturbed by
the outeries of prisoners, were chosen
for the task.

Although only faintly, he nevertheless
heard a noise, and knew his duty. That
morning, but a short while ago, the
quecn herself had given commands :

“Should the prisoner cry out, then
throw in water. If still she cry out,
throw in carib. If vet again, throw in

use

stones,
The gueen eried out, and the dutiful
guard, mindful of his royal wistress’

coaunatls, threw in water.  And next
he thvew in earth,

But he had no occasion fo throw in
stones, The queen had as good a
memory as he, and she did not wish to
be stonel.  So. in shaking rage, she
remained in the dungeon—silent, tarn
between a fear of keeping silent. and
thus remaining there a prisoner for
days, or calling out and being stunned
by stones.

And if there was anything further
that added to her unhappy plight it was
that she was standing barvefooled on
small beads.

Where is Luise ?

6 OT a sign of Fuzzy,” =aid

N Teresa.  *Bambo’s  slowing

up.”
“Yes: and Adolphus isn't
too happy, althongh he's been quiet for
some time,” murmured Laise,

She looked up on top of the load of
lugg-\gu- and, noticing 1l there was
no sign of Adolphus, hurr round to
the far side. Then, in growing alarm,
she went back down the path, calling
for him.

The solen warriors watched her, and
one of them pointed and jabbeved., But
they did not know Euglish, and it was
har(l to explain.

“Chimpanzee?” asked Teresa, when
she suddenly roaheml that Adolphus was
lost. “ Moukey !”

The warriors shrugged, One of them
had seen Adolphus escape, and had told
the others. They had debated whether
it was a thing worth mentioning or not,
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and by the time they had decided that
it was, it was too late to be any good.

“How can we make them understand
‘monkey’?” asked Luise fretfully.
“Poor Adolphus.”

The -warriors were wondering the
same thing, and one of them started to
walk like a chimpanzee, his arms trail-
ing the ground, his legs bent.

“Yes, yes! That's it. « But where?”
asked Teresa, and, to the
question, spread her hands.

The warriors pointed down the path.

“When—how long ago? How far
back 7" asked Teresa; but soon realised
that it was not a question which could
be explained in dumb show very easily.
b Wc'il have to turn back,” she decided
worriedly. “We can’t lose Adolphus as
well as Fuzzy.”

But as there seemed to be a chance
that Adolphus was not far behind, and
perhaps énly lurking amongst the trees,
taking frmit, Teresa suggested that
Lnise should stay with Bambo while she
hurried back.

“Don’t go far,” exclaimed Lnise.

“Only a minute,” nodded Teresa.

She ran back a dozen yards, callin
Adolphus, clucking her tongue, anﬁ
whistling; but, naturally, she found no
sign of him. For a few yards more
Teresa wandered back, then halted,
having already come rather more than
she had originally intended.

*“ Halloooo—Luise ! she called. -* Just
coming back. You all right?”

There was no reply, and
slightly agitated, turned back.

But she knew that in this vast, strange
country, - with such gigantic trees and
odd freaks of Nature, it would not be
unusual for her voice to carry no more

“than a few yards in one direction, yet
hundreds in another.

Teresa went back at a trot. She
travelled a hundred and fifty, two hun-
dred yards. ’

“Came farther than I thought,” she
mused, surprised. ‘“No wonder she
couldn’t hear me.”

There was a bend just ahead, and
she rounded it, then pulled up with a
jerk, for ahead of her was a clear path,
wide and straight, stretching into the

" distance, with a blue mountain far
beyond.

Teresa had never seen that mountain
in_her life before. She had never seen
this part of the path either, and she
swung round, a tight spasm of fear
gripping her heart. '

“My golly! Where have.they gone?
Where are they?” she gasped.
“ Luise I”

A bird chirped above and fluttered
away noisily. A small monkey threw
a nut down, and from somewhere to the
south came the roar of a lion.

Teresa felt that she stood alone in
the jungle—alone as regards human
lfe, although surrounded by animals.
Her voice mocked back at her, and her
own steps reverberated hollowly as she
ran.

suggest

Teresa,

“They can’t have gone on!” she
gasped. “They can't be out of ear-
shot ! Then where—"

She dropped to the ground and
listened. The sound of running steps
came to her eclearly, and she moved
forward and back to test their

direction.

Rising, she swung round the way she
had ecome and hurried on. In some
strange way she had overshot the spot
where she had left Luise and the
warriors, and now, as she headed to-
wards those hurrying steps, she looked
for tell-tale marks on the ground.

Bimbo left heavy footprints when the
ground was soft; but in longish grass,
as it was here, there was little trail.

“ LOOK ! Adolphus—with our tin!” cried‘ Teresa. And

i

while Fuzzy

tried to coax the baby chimpanzee towards them, her eyes gleamed
_excitedly, Were they on the trail of their missing chum ?

But Teresa used her eyes, .and pre-
sently saw grass slowly rising as if it
had been bent down. It was the move-
ment that drew her attention, and she
went to the spot and studied it carefully.

The grass, having been pressed down
by the weight of Bambo and the
others, was slowly reasserting itself and
rising ; behind, it was practically in its
old place.

“Here—they've been here only a few
seconds ‘ago,” said Teresa, bewildered.
“But where are they? They don’t
seem to have gone on in any direction.
They just seem to have disappeared.”

Then the sound of running steps and
hard breathing came_ nearer, and
Teresa, not knowing who it might be,
friend. or foe, dodged quickly aside.
Just in time. Into view came a black
runner.

« Teresa caught a -glimpse of the
person and then jumped forward, eyes
sparkling.

“Fuzzy | she cried.

Fuzzy Was Right ]

14 UZZY !
F As Teresa gave that glad
shout, Fuzzy pulled to a’ halt.

She could not speak at once for
gasping and panting, for she had been
running most of the way, and carrying
Adolphus on her back..

Adolphus scrambled down and greeted
Teresa with excited chattering. Pos-
sibly he was trying to explain about the
queen and the -pit, but Teresa just
patted him and then hugged Fuzzy.

“Oh, Fuzzy, I'm so glad you're back!
So glad !I” she said happily. *Apd you
left your jéwels, and even the princess’
bhadge? Or have you got them tucked
away .somewhere ?”

Fuzzy’s face worked.
she swallowed, and then,
Teresa, she wept bitterly.

“ Fuzey—Fuzzy, what
You were robbed—waylaid?”
Teresa.'

She had warned Fuzzy of-that, but
she did not rub it n.

“Queen tooked um back!” wailed
Fuzzy miserably. “Put me in dem
dungeon.”

“Did she,

She gulped,
clinging to

happened ?
asked

then ?” whistled ,Teresa.

“And we didn't even see her. Lucky
we didn't, maybe. And did she take
all your jewels?”

“Yes, yes; all,” said Fuzzy. *But,

Miss Teaser,” she broke in, ““me hear
tell bad men go make trap for you.
Magician. Him want steal jewels.”

Teresa stiffened.

“The magician ‘does?
hear that?”

The magician was her enemy. Con-
sidering that she had unmasked him to
the king as an impostor, Teresa could
not expeet him fo {)r.- a friend; but she
had not really thought that he would
take vengeful action against her.

“Where is he, then?” she
sharply.

*Not- know,” admitted Fuzzy. “But
him plenty bad. Him go find vou take
jewels.”

Teresa glanced aboul her,

“My golly, I wonder! The magician,
eh? He could have got this far,” She
clutched Fuzzy's arm. . ““Fuzzy, Luise
has disappeared—vanished !”.

“Varnished ?” caid Fuzzy
“Like "im table top?”

“No; gone—gone—where I don’t
know,” said Teresa, and explained what
had happened, then showed Fuzzy the
tracks that had been made; and how
they seemed to end suddenly.

“But something must have happened
to them. They either went on, or
turned left or right,” said Teresa
blankly. “They didn't drift up into
the sky.”

“No, no,” Fuzzy agreed.
him too much big.”

Then where is
Luise 77 asked Teresa.

There seemed no answer -in theory,
and their one hope.was to call ouf at
the top of their voices, and to run about
hunting for the slightest clue..

“Keep together,” warnéd Teresa,
“If we separate it'l] be dangerous.
We must think—think and listen.”

Fuzzy was trembling slightly with
fright, for this seemad to ‘her magic.
Teresa had proved' the magician was
only a fraud, "and yet what strange
things magicians could do! Fuzzy her-
self hatl seen amazing audt wonderful
things. bk

Simplé-minded Fuzzy was immensely
credulous, and the really believed that

How did you

asked

quickly,

“Bambo

he? Where is
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slie had seen a magician take an egg
from a man's ear after putting it into
his own mouth. Sleight of hand meant
nothing to Fuzzy. She bhad actually
scen the thing done. 5 3

And now, in some similar way, Bambo
and Luise had bden spirited away.

But Teresa did not believe in magie,

only in common sense, and there had to -

Lie some simple, common sense explana-
tion of . this seemingly miraculous
disappearance.

“Luise must be terrified,” she mur-
mured in great agitation!  “Yet she
doest’t call out. ot a sound. And 1
can’t even hear the erashing of feet,
such as Bambo would be certain to
make " heree™

Fuzzy listened, and dropped to the
ground. By

“Hear tings,” she murmured. “Hear
tings.” #i%

Adplphus listened, too, and elawed at
the ground R >

“Ife thinks the sounds come from
dow ‘under,” said Teresa, with a faint/

smile, ** He does not ‘realise that they
travel alovg the ground.”
But Fuzzy did not answer. She was

Iving flat, her right car pressed hard
to tjie ground, her eyes wide. Then
suddenly she stood ™ uj.

“Missa Teaser!” &l
“Listen, listen!” -

Teresa dropped down and listened,
while Fuzzy, hardly breathing, watched.

“* Hear shout?” askéd Fuzzy.

Teresa heard a  hollow, echoing
sound, definitely;a* shout., Serambling
up. she looked to right”and left.

“0dd,” she mirmuréd. ““It can only
mean that Luise "is*in hiding some-
w hiere P L

Fuzzy pointed to the ground.

“Down below,” she said. *“Way
down below. Noise dey come up. DMiss
Luise—she done gone down below de
ground.”

“Down below the ground Teresa
echoed  ineredulously. “ Impossible !
How could they get down through the
solid earth, Fuzzy ?”

If the situation had not been so
grave, Teresa could have laughed at
that idea; for the ground was hard,
and solid, and there was apparently
no way through. ;

But Fuzzy insisted, and ran to and

e eried wildly.

9"

-

- F 4
fro, pausing only to press her ear to-

the ground and listen intently.

_Teresa, perplexed when she herself
listened again, kept staring at the grass

about her. For now she gradually
became  convinced  herself that the
sounds really came from below.

The idea did come  to her that it
might be some odd trick of sound, a
sort of illusion. 4 ’ s

But to Fuzzy, on the other hand,
there. was only ‘ene. explanation, absurd
though it might sound. - Luise,. Bambo,
and the warrigrs were down below in
some kind of tunnel! :

Adolphus, - having 'listencd and dug
in vain, ran to and fro as thongh
evergthing depended upon him, only
he couldn’t remember just ‘what to do
at ‘the¢! nioment. = =- .

But - Fuzzy? was not in” doubt. She
snatehiod - Tergsa's arm and tugged it.

f;-_Bi& plage way under,” . she said
eaghthys  “ Big—how vgu_call-say—hole
integibund ; long IIO'L‘.vlikL‘ funnel of

stéyér 1 i

‘“T'unnel,” said Tergsa.

“TFunnel,” corrcctc? Fuzzy. “Ting
sinoke come from.”

“Yes, that’'s a funpel, all right,”

agreed Teresa  “But when something
like a funnel goes through the ground,
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HiloaA RICHARDS
“REPLIES '

to some of her correspondents

MURIEL ROUTLEDGE (Kilmarnock, Scot-
land).—How nice of you to write to me once
more, Muriel! My pet ‘Alsatian, Juno, is very
well, thank you, and doing a lot of swimming
these days. She sends a “woof " to Toby.
(He's evidently a very chummy little dog. 1
expect you wish he were your own!) T shall
look forward (o another letter from you
before long.

“BRENDA " ( West Derby, Liverpool).—
Many thanks for a charming little letter, my
dear, You would be in the Second Form if
you went to Clif House. Mabs is aged
fourten years and six months—the same age
as” Babs., 1 will certainly feature Rosa and
Diana in my fubure stories, Brenda. (In
fact, I'm writing one at the moment in which
Diana plays a bLig part. Though that’s
supposed to be a secret—until your Editor
tells you!)

“ARELENE "  (Northern lIreland).—So
glad to' hear from such an enthusiastic
reader, my dear. You would be in the Fourth
Form, with Babs and ber chums, if -you
went to C.H. Your pet,“Major, sounds very
sweet. Give him®a pawshake from my dog,
Juno, won't your - .

JOAN ELLERINGTON (Hull).—Thank you
very much for writing again, Joan.c 1 was
most pleased to hear from you. You certainly
had some lovely /birthday presents—lucky
girl! Do write again when you have time,
my dear, .

x bl
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JEAN KATH (Derby).—So glad to hear
from you, my dear, and to know you are
enjoying my stories. Yes, I'm sure. you.will
leng to remain a keen reader. Write again,
and do tell me more about yourself, Jean.

“MONICA " (Belstead, Suffolk).—Thank
you so much for writing again, Monica. I
was (delighted to hear from you, I hope to
feature Janet Jordan again before long. My
dog, Juno, is very well, thank you, my dear.
Yes, she is rather like Clara’s pet, Pluto, in
appearance.

~ DIANA ASHLEIGH (Buenos Aires, Argen-
tina),—What a very charming little letter,
Diana! Although you live a long way from
England, you are evidently a very enthu-
siastic reader of our paper. So Jimmy
Carstairs is your, particular favourite? She
has many admirers among my readers, 1'm
sure. - - L

KATHLEEN BATTEN (Shaw, Lancs).—
Many. thaoks for writing, Kathleen. Yes,
you would be in the Lower Third if you went
to C.H. Clara's lovable pet, Pluto, is now
aged seven—just in his prime, isn’t he ? I'll
certainly be featuring Marjorie some time in
the near future, my dear, . . .

it's called a tunnel. * But you don't
seriously mean that there’s a tunnel
under here !" “.she added, perplexed.
“Where is the entrance, for goodness’
sake 1" i

Fuzzy did not know, but she
explained to Téresa that she had heard
stories about a_ big tunnel, that her
tribe had heard of it, and that it
belonged to King Nompanyo.

Fuzzy's tribe, as Teresa hpd already
gathered, knew hundreds of legends.

They knew who had made the moon,
and when and why certain stars "had
quarrelled, and what happened to the
sun when it set. Almost nothing' was
hidden from them! But Teresa -did
not believe such yarns, and this seemed
really no better than the rest.

“Well, we'll look,” she said. “There
might pos=illly be a tunnel, and if there
ig, then tilie entrance can't be far
away."” =

- and
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She and Fuzzy kept close together
as they searched. In silence they ran
to and fro, searching the ground,
hacking through undergrowth.

Fuzzy startled a lioness, who went

snarling away from a lonely lair.
Teresa had, a monkey drop on her
shoulders, But apart from these and

other adventures, they drew blank in
their search.
- Then came a
Adolphus, and he
carrying a biscuit
* Adolphus—where
that {7 eried Teresa,
“ Fuzzy—our tin!"
Adolphus swung the tin to and fro in
glee, and Fuzzy tooli his free paw, and
asked him questions.pAdolphus dragged
her, and they went rushing away.. ..
Teresa, following more slowly, heard

chattering
rushed into
tin.
did

in

from
view
‘

*
you geb
excitement.

Fuzzy give a shout. . - 1
, “Bambo 3 ae o cmee )
Teresa hardly cared whether she fell

or what h_u'}?[')gmd to her, She ruglied
on, and only slowed when %lie saw
Bambo through* the tregs. |

The young elephant stopd, breathing
hard, head swinging, and his precious
load, which, they had arranged  and
balanced so  caréfully, was now lop-
sided and lacking sqine of the things.

“Bambo=-if only “you could talk
Where's Luise ? asked Teresa. ¢

There was no sign of Luise, and
Fuzzy, rushing in all directions and
calling, could get no, answer, =

Bambo, being unable’ o ‘falk, could
not give them even a hint“of what had
happened, yet it was obvious from his
appearance that he had charged off
into the thicket, and, banging against
trees, disturbed his load.

“He bolted,” said Teresa decisively
in growing alarm. *“But what
happened to Luise—and what made him
Bolt 17

And as she stood there, conjecturing,
a disturbing. thought came. Suppose
Luise had- been captured by the
magician.

s Now Adolphus was rushing around
excitedly. His animal sense was a
better ~ guide than - their human
reasoning, and of a sudden he came to
a halt and started tugging at a thick
bush, ‘

Teresa sped to him, arriving with
Fuzzy and almost cannoning into her.

“It's the tunnel!” she cried.

On the far side of the bush was a
gap, and Teresa. crouching low, crept
in. . Groping forward with her foot 1n
the darkness of the centre, she felt the
earth slip away, and presently her foot
touched space, emptiness. - -

“Fuzzy, you were right,” she said

in awe. “It's a tunfiel. And that's
where Luise is! A -tunnel under the
ground. - My golly—but why—who

captured her?”
. Teresa, as she spoke, took out her
jewels " and * carefully: hid them in
anothcr large bush, marking the spot
with ‘a stone.

“Now;" she said, her face pale and
set. - “We've got to go down. If yvou

don’t want to, Fuzzy, you needn’t. But
I'm going.”
Fuzzy, in offended tone, looked at

Teresa, and then pushed past lLer.
“Me go first,” she said.
But suddenly she gave a gasp of
horror, then disappeared completely
from sight.

VWV HAT ever has happened to Fuzzy ?

On no account should you fail to
read next Saturday's chapters of this
enthralling story.
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